What’s ahead for women? 


A distinguished panel debates a provocative question 
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Saturday afternoon at Kemano, near Kitimat, B.C. 
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Santa has a 
PARKER 


for Everybody . 











Pick a Parker .. from $2.95 up 


The Parker “51” reflects your good taste. Or the 
Parker “‘21". Both have the exclusive Parker Electro- 
Polished Point-- and simple 2-finger filling. Smoothest 


writing pens ever made! Four new Parker Jotter ball 


pens each offer 4 point ind 5 times longer writing 
ordinary ball pens. 3 ire to see the sensational 
hing Parker LIQUID LEAD Pencil. Point stays 
p, can’t break. Erasabk ont smudge. Remember, 
body makes pens and p slike PARKER! 
a. Parker "51" Jotter. Lu y cal famous Jotter 
tures $5.00 
b. Parker "51" Lustraloy ca; ilar or demi-size 


1 $16 50, set $24.00 
c. Parker "51" Special. Lustra reguiar or demi-size 


Pen $13.50, set $18.75 


PARKER PEN )., LTO., DON MILLS, 





d. Parker "51" Gold-filled cap. Regular or demi-size. 
Pen $18.75, set (illustrated) $28.75 


e. Parker "21". Most popular medium-priced pen. Also 
has Electro-Polished point. Pen $5.95, set $9.95 


f. Parker "51" Signet with gold-filled cap. 
Pen $30.00, set $45.00 


g- Parker Custom Jotter. Jewelry-finished all-Lustraloy pen. 
$3.95 


h. Parker Jotter. Nylon barrel. Stainless steelcap. $2.95 


New Parker LIQUID LEAD Pencil (nor i//ustrated). 
$3.95 to $10.00 


New Parker Arrow (not illustrated). $9.75—3$11.50 


Parker "51" Presidential (not illustrated). 14K gold cap and 
barrel. Pen $185.00, set $285.00 


All Parker gifts in handsome presentation boxes 


ONT. (METROPOLITAN TORONTO) 











Copr. 1954 by The Corker Pen Compapy 
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“Christmas 
used to 


airive me 
Crazy!” 
























“Every year it was the same. Presents to 
buy and cash at low ebb. Running up bills... 
then I got smart. I started a special 
Christmas account* at the Royal Bank, 
adding something every pay day... 
and leaving it there. This year I'm ready 
for Christmas, with cash to pay for 
all the things that mean so much 


at this season of the year.” 


% You can have cash next Christmas, too. 
Decide now to open a special Christmas account 
early in 1957. It pays to do your Christmas 


saving early. 


THE ROYAL BANK 
OF CANADA 
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Editorial 


if nationalism’s okay 
—it’s okay-for everybody 
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CANADIAN GENERAL ELECTRIC COMPANY LIMITED 


FOR 90 YEARS THE WORLD'S STANDARD OF EXCELLENCE 
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, Toes Woxrléi ‘ Yup Crand J Sf Se 000 
7 
28 Cold Medals 


HicgHrEST HONORS FOR ACCURACY 
FROM GOVERNMENT OBSERVATORIES 


OrriciAL WATCH FoR TIMING 
CHAMPIONSHIP SPORTS THE WORLD OVER 


THE First WATCH 
Or AVIATION AND EXPLORATION 


Singines Watehes Mark QO Mears Oy Si Hogress 
For all who receive a Longines Watch, this will be indeed a Christ- 
mas of happy geod-fortune. @ The Longines Christmas watches 
now at your jeweller were created to mark a milestone of progress. 
Ninety years of fruitful experience were concentrated in their 
making. Even by Longines standards, these watches are a surpass- 
ing achievement. @ If you are planning the purchase of a watch 
as a Christmas gift, see these magnificent, new Longines 90th 
Anniversary watches. In all the things that have made Longines 
the world’s most honored watch, these have special distinction, 
Longines Christmas gift watches—left: Wellington Automatic, fully protected 
against all common watch bazerds, 14K gold, $235; right: Symphony “A”. 


diminutive elegance in 14K gold, $165, Other Longines watches from $79.30. 
(suggested reta:l prices shown) 


Songines: Nitnauer Company oe Cua 
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Argu ment 


ANNE FRANCIS SAYS 


Women are not a race apart 


\ great deal of nonsense is bein 
ked about women by women It 
t | c iA ! n I | we 
{1 los n ! ecome 
m4 ( I } } bh ) if 
, h | ) TT 

0) GCvirie 1 ] do 
need to dd Th ) day 
nCa a oup of untve | 
{ ot { tl ol 0) is 
ot nm { ( oO loronto 

rour yLISE e 

ported to have d led that going 
0 colle ( AAC Woman ad sul she | 
with housework 1d aDiK nd so 
makes itt hard for her oOo mh ood 
wife and mothe! 

But that is not all the poppycoch 
issuing from women’s lips. The othe 
day in New Zealand the femal nin 
ister of welfare dug up that old one 


ibout the place of women being in 


the home. Later she recanted under 
fire from indignant members of her 
sex and said she really meant that 
women with young children should 


Stay at home 


In the United States a grandmother 
made the headlines right across the 
continent when she iid women are 
killing their husbands by making them 


help with the housework when they 


come home trom the office And so 
it goes, with people saying women 
this and women that, as if w 


ill identical twins 


“We're not all slick chicks” 


t} 


Even Maclean's, that usually sen 


ble magazine, has gone to great pains 


in this” very issue | have npeen 
warned to gather together a panel 
of experts to discuss “women This 
is undoubtedly a well-intentioned ven- 
ture; certainly a number of highly 


qualified men and women have pooled 
their wisdom for the effort. Never 
theless I can’t help thinking that it 
represents the old footless attempt to 
examine women as a species rather 
than as a highly varied assortment of 
human beings. (I’ve never heard of 
any panel discussions on the chang 
ing status of men although the male 
sex has been just as much affected 
by the industrial revolution and the 
emancipation of women as we have 
But then we all know there are men 
and men and no two of them alike 
God bless them.) 

All of which leads me to believe 
that the time has come to stop general- 
izing about women as a happy, o1 
unhappy, breed 4 woman is_ her- 
self. She is not her mother, her sis- 
ter, her girl friend or the “slick chick” 


in the advertisements about cars, cos- 
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Starting on page 13 of this issue 


a panel of experts discusses the 
Canadian woman. In_ this article 
Anne Francis, an Ottawa writer and 
commentator, tells what she thinks 
about the proposition of discussing 


her whole sex as a single group. 


metics and clothes. She is a unique 
creation who happens to live in a 
day and age when any woman with 
t fair share of health, common sense 
ind a few breaks can make pretty 


much what she wants of herself 


There is no doubt about it, the 
wheel of fortune has turned our way 
luring the last fifty year vet, instead 
of rejoicing in our right to lead the 
sort of life that suits our needs and 
tastes, many of us are miserable 
cause we don't fit into an arbitrary 
standardized mold. Many of us are 
consumed with self-pity and gnawed 
by horrible doubts because we dont 
measure up to the’ generalizations 


about what a modern woman must be 
to be a success 


I keep reading about the way a 
zreat many women are suffering from 
psychosomatic ills and | cant help 
wondering if it isn’t becaus we re 


exhausting ourselves by trying to fit 


into an elaborate pattern designed by 
people who insist upon thinking about 
women as a sex in the lost-and-found 


department. instead of as individual 
people 

I've come to the conclusion that 
a great many women craw! around 
with a sense of failure because they 
have not succeeded in turning them 
f 


selves into a combination of beauty 


queen, gentle wife. child psychol yest 


dietitian, cordon hleu campfire girl 
shopping expert and charming 
laxed hostess. Of course nobody is 


that good unless she has a pul 


| c 
agent like the girls in Hollywood 

I think that all of this straining to 
be what many of us are not and never 
can be has made many women feel 
that it is an almost unbearable bur- 


den to be a continued on page 106 


AZINE DECEMBER 8 956 














from the Samsonite family! 


THE“VERY BEST" TO HER WITH THE”VERY BEST" TO HIM WITH 


Give a set of Samsonite Luggage "VERY BEST 
Naturally you can wish your family the “very best” only by ° B $19.51 \ I. 
2-piece set only $52.50 





giving the “very best”. Samsonite Luggage ist that. It 
the “very best” for strengt/ o strong you cal ! 
] } ‘ "£2 i t t ont S60.00 
It is the “very best” for durab ty as enduring a +) 
ments. It is the “very best” for fas/ ‘ rm I De ; 
. ; | Law! e Fi -pirece t $94 as 
than-leather” finishes that resist scuffing and wipe clean witI ” ) 
° . 
a damp cloth. More—its special tongue-in-groove closure eal 
: . ‘) Li é W ‘ 
out dust and dampness. Bright non-tarnishing drawboit pen 4 
. DOROTHY MOREAU, c na |} Kea, > 

and close with astonishing ease. Give Samsonite—and your 

, MISS CANADA 1956, 

iw 


fondest wishes go with them always! PICKS SAMSONITE! ndon Grey. 2-piece set only $55.50. —_2-piece set 


EMBER 
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Electrohome TV 
alive! 


looks 


The clearer the TV picture, the 
more enjoyable it becomes to all 
And 
'V provides this realism in both 
Our 


chassis stops 97' 


watching new Electrohome 
mighty 
of local 
it can disturb 
This is TV as it 


lifelike sound and pic 


picture and sound 
new 
interference befor 
your viewing 
hould be 
ture in wood cabinets by Deilcraft 
Electrohome TV 


looks alive. 


enjoy soon. It 


THE IMPERIAL 


CARTIER” 


( 
Hi-t 








CONTINENTAL 


CUSTOM 
“KELTIC” 

1” Consolette with 
matching base styled 


by Dei 


Interference-free TV in Sight and Sound 


KITCHENER, 


ONTARIO 


craft. 





Lond 


mn Letter 


BY BEVERLEY BAXTER 


How London dimmed Liberace’s smile 


Over the years | have more than 


described the centre of Lon 


don as a vill 


onece 


age where, to some ex 


tent, everybody knows everybody 
else The saints and the sinners 

moguls and the opportunists 
the poets and the playboys the 
politicians, the dreamers and _ the 


realists—they all go to make up 


the village 





badgered: He 
blunt 
ions hut later sued for 


smilinely 


reporters ques 


libel 


Therefore when the eminent Mr 


Liberace recently arrived on his 
civilizing mission the village turned 
out in force In fact, he relegated 
Col. Nasser to the back pages of 
the popular newspapers and very 
nearly stopped the traffic 


| had 


although I had seen him on tele- 


never met Mr. Liberace 


vision in a filmed version of his 
ntimate flirtation with a piano, On 


that occasion an old friend of 


nine, having listened and watched 
to the end, said There was once 
i Pianist named Paderewski.’ 


Not bad 


been conveyed by so little 


Seldom has so much 


Now it happens that in our vil- 


lage there ts remarkable man 
vamed Val Parnell who has a de- 
lightful wife named Helen Mr 
Parnell ts the dictator of British 
vaudeville ind rules over the 
Palladium music hall as if it were 

fortress. The Parnells belong to 


the same golf club as the Baxters 


ind have been friends for many 
years 

Therefore it was amusing, even 
intriguing, When Helen phoned one 
morning to say that. Liberace was 
coming as her guest to the early 
Palladium (it 


is a twice-nightly affair) and would 


xerformance of the 
i 


we join her in the stage box? After 
the performance we would first 
dine at a quiet night club in May- 


fair and then move on to the Cafe 


MACLEAN’S 
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de Paris where Liberace would do 
his stuff 
Oscar Wilde once remarked that 


almost the only things that did 


not interest him sights of 
To some extent I feel 


were 


t 


interest that 
transient sta! of 
Never 


invitation 


way about the 
vaudeville and the cinema 
Helen Parnell’s 


eemed to supply 


theless 
a pleasant way 
of studying this particular pheno 
menon of the entertainment world 

Fortunately, the stage box at 
the Palladium is at an angle that 
permits the occupants to sit back 
and be 
put on record that 


unobserved, and let it be 
Liberace was 
sitting in a corner where no one 
in the audience could see him 

He was dressed in an ordinary 
dark suit that set off his 
grey hau 


silver- 
to advantage. His man- 

pleasant and, though 
hardly a strong masculine type, he 
was not effeminate 

Earlier that day he had met the 
gentlemen of the London press and 
one of the questions put to him by 


ners were 


“Do you lead a 
normal sex life?” Without a quiver 
of an eyelash he replied, “Yes. Do 
you?” 

You may remember that in a re- 
cent London Letter I described the 


a reporter was 





Liberace 


bussed: Emotional fans 
ignored his caustic critics and 


mobbed him at every appe 


PPpearance 


temperamental outpouring of the 
London Daily Mirror and its caus 
tic columnist Cassandra. On the 
morning after the Liberace press 
reception Cassandra really went to 
town. 

Filling the vials of wrath to the 
very brim he described Liberace 
pungent and descriptive 
terms that the pianist later launch- 
ed a suit for libel 

When I asked Liberace if he had 
read Cassandra he said, “Yes, in- 


deed. He continued on page 99 


in such 
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Cc DELECTO CHOCOLATES 
“The finest in the land for more than 80 years” ~~ 
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JNEW@GENTLE-ACBION fw 


Ongside for dainty underarm shaving 
Other side forsatifegmooth leg shaving » 





the electric shaver that really understands 
a woman's grooming problems 


“ So safe ...so gentle ...s0 fast in its 
shaving action, she'll wonder how 
she ever did without it! 


At last. the perfect answer to feminine grooming ! 
Lady Schick understands the difference between a wom- 
an’s underarms << and lews. Its eentle touch leaves un- 
derarms immaculate ... dainty as a rose petal. Ina jiffy 

less time than it takes to put on make-up. Lady Sehick 
shaves lees silken-smooth ... ends forever the muss and 
nuisance of old fashioned blade shaving. Its a jov to 


shave with Lady Schick! 


She'll thank you for her Lady Schick every day of 
the year. And she'll cherish it like a fine piece of jewelry. 
Palm size Lady Sehick nestles in her hand. Available in 
iour jewel-like colors. only $15.95. Gold and silver color 
shavers ... Lady Schick Classic or Lady Sehick Goddess. 


slightly more. Schick (Canada) Limited. Toronto. Ont. 


P.S. For him see the famous close shaving Sehick “25 


in “Colors for Men.” A perfect gift for any man. 


| SCHICK 


FIRST IN ELECTRIC SHAVING 


LADY SCHICK GODOESS 
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WHEN DOES 
THE SHOOTIN’ 
START ? 
. 
. — bre 
Can politics 
. | oF) 
EXECUTIVE compete with Howdy Doody: 
DUET: ; ; 7 
Shaving and 
j after shave At a cost of more than a hundred Alfred Hitchcock would be re- 
| comfort— thousand dollars the CBC will give placed by three solid hours of un 
Seaforth Presto everybody a box seat at the Con relieved oratory. And if that seems 
Minute Shave servative convention this month i dubious attraction to an English 
and Seaforth All but-one of its public session speaking audience, think what 
aca perma Wi be televised But now that might do to the Quebec vote on the 
; Just $2.25 the great moment ts approachin French network 
Liberals as well as Conservatives Thursday is the big hurdle so far 
e ] are wondering uneasily whether is the electors of 1957 are con 
Inspired by Scotland's finest F television at a le idership conven cerned Friday raises even graver 
tor ll do goo yr arm to nisgivings, but these conce the 
regiment ... the Seaforth Highlanders tiie Venue wae cas eee ae BA 
bias Liberals are interested because jay the CBC will start its telecast 
the pattern worked out between time to get the result of the first r 
the CB ind th Conservative ballot, continue through subsequent 
will become the standard patt ballots if any, and then carry the 
for national conventions (regular icceptance speech of the new party 
biennial meetings, like the CCF’s leader. This will almost certainly 
This Christmas give him the don't count). It 1s no small add blot out Howdy Doody, and might 
most masculine gift of all tion to the famous Liberal ich en go on long enough to unhorse 
Seaforth. These year-round that the Conservatives have tl Roy Rogers. Would the children’s 
grooming essentials are just task of breaking trail in this un re sentment fade as the years go by? 
right for every man on your list. explored and treacherous wilde - would eon hatred of me of 
. ‘ we, ness fending politicians be indelible 
t \ so soothing, - cooling, They are not worried about the As the Conservatives and _ the 
SCOTCH HEATHER QUARTET: The shave lotions with a scent that first two afternoon sessions. be CBC wearily hammered out the de 
basic grooming ¢ssentials, Seaforth lasts and lasts. Give him cause politics will not then be dis tails of this colossal ten-hour show 
Scotch Heather Shave Lotion, Cologne, Seaforth— the most masculine placing any regular TV programs someone suggested a way to cover ™ 
Tale and Hairgroom . $2.50 most refreshing gift of all : CBC television will merely start the cost without burdening the tax 
-_ BE earlier than usual. Those who are payer 
At your favorite drug or ' 
’ © interested may watch, and those See if the Liberal Party would 
department store. who are not have no grievance like to sponsor the program at 
\ : It's Thursday evening and Frida) regular commercial rates.’ 
afternoon that cause the politicians 
i to bite their fingernails 
Fairness demands that all candi Any week now, the Royal Commis 
dates for party leadership get the sion on Broadcasting will be finish- 


same treatment. If one speaks to ing its report on TY _ problems 


in evening TV audience. all must much broader and graver than the 





speak, and so also for their. nomi coverage of a convention. Transla- 
nators and seconders. This could’ tion and printing will take so long 
’ : mean that an evening of television that the report may not be publish 
Good Grooming aids ; loge . : P 
2 Aske: ea ; din $ : , variety—from Fireside Theatre to ed before continued on page 123 1 
; . “ : inspire Scotland's 

HEATHER SET A: Seaforth Shaving Soap a ( 
and Mug and Seaforth Heather Lotion finest regiment . . . 
for shaving comfort at its best . . . $3.50 the Seaforth Highlanders 


a a es 
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FIRST SHOWING! 
Lodge 


CUSTOM 



















Soaring tail fins dramatize the low sweeping lines of the Dodge 
Custom Royal—give it a new shape of motion. New wide-scope 
windshield, clean-contoured grille and dashing ‘‘twin-lights”’ 
accent its trend-setting 57 Forward Look styling, too. 


All NEW FOR 1957! 


* New Torque-Flite push-button go! %* New low look! 
* New Torsion-Aire ride! * New Total-Contacit brakes! 
* New safety-strength design! »* New simpler starting! 
* More fine-car features than any other car at its price! 





Completely new for 1957 is the push-button 3-speed Torque-Flite 
automatic transmission, standard on every Dodge Custom Royal 
Now —just push the “N” button to start the engine, the “D”’ Now see the new queen of automotive fashion . . . the long, low, 


button to go. With all-new Torque-Flite, you get increased 


breakaway acceleration plus new flexibility of operation. lovely Dodge Custom Royal for ’57! Drive and ride in the all-new 


luxury of the biggest, finest Dodge of all. This pace-setting beauty 
awaiting your inspection now at your Dodge-De Soto dealer's 









'*57 Dodge Custom Royal 4-Door Hardtop 


Youre always a step ahead 
in the cars of the Forward Look > by Cheyster Corporation ef Canada, Undies 
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». WESTCLOX 
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ADRIAN. Shock resistant, anti-magnetic. Sweep second hand, 
stainless steel | k. Plain dial, $10.95 

WRIST BEN. Completely restyled. Shock resistant, anti-magnetic. 
Stainless steel back, sweep second hand. $7.95. Luminous, $8.95. 


» TROY. Small, smart and sturdy. Gold-coloured case, $10.95, 
. JUDGE. Water, dust and shock resistant. Luminous 


Leather strap, $12.95; metal expansion bracelet, $13.95. 


There's o wide selection of wrist watches to choose from 








. BIG BEN. As you like him 
ise. Unbreakable crystal. Cushion base. $7.95. Luminous, $8.95 


spring-driven or electric alarm. Modern meta 


nn 


. BABY BEN. Spring-driven. Same modern style as his big brothers. Quiet 
tick. Loud or soft alarm. $7.95. Luminous, $8.95. 


3. CLOCK OF TOMORROW. Finest spring-driven clock ever made by We 


Quiet tick, 'uminous dial. White or black, gold coloured trim. $14.95 


tclox 


4. TRAVALARM pring-drive Closes like a clam: tucks int 


orner of bag 


vory or Walnut. Luminous dial, $9.45 

5. MOONBEAM. Electric alarm West x exclusive Wakes you lently 
$14.95. Luminous, $15.95. 60 cycle only 

6. PITTSFIELD. Elect slarm. Attractive styling in rich wood case. Blonde 
mahogany. Pleasant bell alarm. $10.95. Luminous, $11.95 

7. SNOWFLAKE. Electric wall clock. Fresh and charming. Red, pink, turquoise 





or charcoal. Non-breakable crystal. $7.95. 60 cyck 


8. ZEST. Electric wall clock. Unique, modernist Gleaming 1sti 
Red, charcoal or yellow dial. $8.95. 60 cycle onl 


y | 








for every purse... every person... 


THIS YEAR send ‘‘Season’s Greetings”’ with a gift of time by Westclox. 
Choose from a wide selection of smartly styled, dependable electric or 
spring clocks, wrist watches and pocket watches—all at popular prices. 
You’re sure to find one for every person on your Christmas list. 

And remember, when it comes to time, more people choose Westclox. 


Why don’t you see your Westclox dealer tomorrow? 


: * 
WES (LOX The makers of BIG BEN* 


WESTERN CLOCK COMPANY LIMITED, PETERBOROUGH, ONTARIO Res’d Trade Mark 
eg ¢ rade Marrs 
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What about 





NATHAN STEINBERG MADAME RENEE VAUTELET i: of} artic li :4 
supermarket executive women's leader 12 il al tie ul ale and 
“With women, women can’t stop “Women hinder women more than 
talking. With men, they clam up.” do men in their fight for freedom distineuished people take 
§ oul ‘ 
4 


a new look at a 
highly controversial sex 


at the most 





controversial time in 


MISS ANNE HAMILTON MRS. L. M. BALDWIN 
personnel executiy house wife 
“I hope women “Women are . | . 
. ’ s SLOr 
never become superior to men more comfortable with men today it list ry 


\ MACLEAN’S PANEI DISCUSSION 





Ty hroughout this century 








ma [ noni } } i ¢ 
ee han me | VOT : 
. ! \ N } 
DR. MARION HILLIARD DR. REVA GERSTEIN on of wom 
gynecologist and author OO“ A 
“Women's values are distorted “We've tarnished the concept of m } " 
by too much emphasis on sex motherhood and bringing up children the most 
’ f 
Sf ! < 
1} 
] { 
" ' 
M 
35 | ( 
MISS FE. W. LOOSLEY DR. ASHLEY MONTAGI 
edijor and ed f thr st 
“Women are in retreat “Women are superior to men Continued on next page 
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If women work harder than men, why do men die younger? 


What about WOMEN?® continu 


Were women happier before they vained their freedom? 





thought, in a great variety of ways, to the changing I 
status of the more controversial half of the human n 
race. The members of the panel, who gave thet if 
views and opinions to Editor Ralph Allen and Assist- ” 

Dr. Montagu: Yes, and this is not merely a ant Editor Sidney Katz in the course of a four-hour 
theory. It can be verified. Anthropologists have discussion, were: . 
\re men often found it to be true in their studies of Dr. Ashley Montagu, Princeton, N.J., anthropolo- ¥ 
a primitive societies. Psychoanalysts often learn gist, and author of the well-known book, The Nat- a 
aon — about it from their patients on the couch ural Superiority of Women. : 
thev can’t Mrs. Vautelet: I don't think they actually want Dr. Marion Hilliard, Canadian gynecologist and . 
. to bear children. They'd only like to know they obstetrician, who, in the course of her lengthy prac- = 

bear could tice, has shared the problems of thousands of young 
Dr. Hilliard: | think men are definitely jealous mothers and has latterly written on the subject in a - 
children? of women’s ability to bear children. I have widely read series of articles in Chatelaine. ™ 
noted in some men an abnormal curiosity and Dr. Reva Gerstein, who besides being a psycholo- tt 
desire to participate in the birth of their chil- gist and president of the National Council of Jewish * 
dren. This group shows more than the hus- Women, is the mother of two children \ 
band’s normal anxiety about the birth. They Mrs. Renée Vautelet, former head of the Canadian th 
“ DR. ASHLEY MONTAGU must be right there all the time, share in every- Association of Consumers, who for many years has h 
- thing. They're very difficult to deal with been active in promoting women’s rights tt 
Dr. Montagu: In some societies the husband Nathan Steinberg, who as vice-president of Stein- " 
actually goes to bed too at the time of the berg’s Limited, a large chain of food supermarkets cl 

wife’s confinement in eastern Canada, has studied the habits and preter- 
Dr. Hilliard: We have a few of those too ences of millions of women a 
Dr. Gerstein: But the man has counter- Miss Anne Hamilton, who as director of the em- u 
balancing advantages. True, he can’t bear the ployment service of Underwood Limited has helped 
child but he works and earns money to sup- thousands of women with their job problems ™ 
port him. Our society places such great im- Miss E. W. Loosley, editor of Food for Thought, 
portance on this bread-winning role of the hus- the publication of the Canadian Association for m 
- band that I think it’s difficult to say whether Adult Education, and a co-author of the much-quot- n 
or not he seeks the «ual biological ability to ed book on living patterns of an urban Canadian ” 
bear the children. community, Crestwood Heights . 
Mrs. L. M. Baldwin, housewife and mother of a 
two children, who also finds time to serve as an offi- 
cial of the Young Women’s Christian Association de 

while running her home 
As the editors had anticipated, the panel members 
PHOTOS BY HORST ERICHT 

M 
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found no agreed or conclusive answers to any of the 


many questions raised. They did provide stimulat- 
ing and often conflicting views on many facets of 
women’s present status and likely future 

On the whole, the panelists thought that women 
today were happier than they were a generation ago 
but with some qualifications: modern woman is “in 
a state of turmoil,” “not at peace with herself” and 
“in conflict.” One of the causes of the conflict is 
that too much is demanded of her. She's expected 
to be gracious, beautiful, a desirable sex object. keep 
a clean house, mind the children and take part in 
community life. “Young mothers today are tired 
and overworked,” Dr. Gerstein said. It was agreed 
that men and women are more comfortable with 
each other than they used to be. One panelist, Mrs 
Vautelet, said flatly You can't appeal to a man 
through his intelligence. You have to-work through 
his emotions.” Dr. Montagu advanced the theory 
that one of the causes of friction between the sexes 
was man’s jealousy of women because he can't bear 
children. Other panel members agreed with him 
"Most panelists joined in a demand for better work 
ing conditions in the home. Dr. Montagu doubted 
if the average male could survive the housewife’s 
routine: sixteen hours of work a day, seven days 
week, for years at a stretch. Husbands as a class 
were ticked off for not giving their wives more 
money; governments were criticized for not spend- 
ing more tax money on programs that would make 
women’s life in the home easier. Surprisingly, it was 
felt by some panel members that women are hinder- 
ing women in their fight for equal rights more than 
men are hindering them. Women, from all the ev 


dence, seem to eschew politics as a means of im- 


This article continues on page 108 
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Members of Maclean's panel, clockwise from the left: Dr. Marion Hilliard, M |. M. Baldw 
Nathan Steinberg, Miss Anne Hamilton, Ralph A or of Mac f Sid Kut 
editor, Mme. Renee Vautelet, Dr Ashley Monta M I W Loo 1) R Cy 


Mme. Vautelet: Today too many women find 

TI themselves married to men who are not ma 
> > 

ae men ture; they are like sons rather than husbands 


Women have to keep them happy by humoring 
women marry-— 


them, coddling them, lying to them As the 
are they modern woman becomes more adult herself 
. she’s going to refuse to accept this kind of 

really men mate. It’s already happenin For instan 
; In one city I know a brilliant woman mar 
or children? ried to a brilliant man. She earns more than 
he does, has received more recognition in her 


field than he has in his. Because of jealousy 


he frequently belittles her in private and 7 

lic. She said to me What chance has my mat 
MME. RENEE VAUTELET riage for success? If I keep on humoring him 

and allow him to sound off, I'll slowly learn 


to despise him as you despise anybody who 
wants to claim prestige without earning it. Or 
I can ask him to put up or shut up—demand 
that he be superior instead of just talking about 
it. Or I can break him by pointing out all hi 
weaknesses and undermining his self-confidenc 
In this event, he'll hate me for the rest of hi 
life 

This is the second case of this kind I've run 
across recently. Within twenty years they'll be 
common. Women will demand, more and more 


full adult attitudes from their men 





To meet a remarkable woman in a remarkable job turn the 





page > 





















































Veet Huguette Plamondon, who looks like 
almost anything except what she is — the boss of 25 packinghouse unions in Quebec and the Maritimes. 


But she’s even gone to jail proving she can do the job as well as any man 
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The lady is a 
LABOR LEADER 


By Dorothy Sangster 








f television’s John Daly is ever at a loss for year) nd Romeo Mat! 
someone to stump his panel of experts on magnetic labor lead vho used t e | 
What's My Line?, an exotic young lady from list to grievance t oT trat 
Montreal called Huguette Plamondon ca surely ind negotiate contract on el ! tf | 
qualify sand members of UPWA, th 
What panelist faced with a shapely brunette the food na { t ( i ! 1 
in heavy costume jewelry and four-inch heels Canadiar neat-packis ! 
would dream she was a labor leader who had nous¢ i ) inized LUPWA n ! 
spent ten years of her life walking picket lines agreement with the | t| f th nal 
distributing pamphlets, organizing meat-packing Swift's, Canada Packers and B ) and 
plants, talking back to policemen and being firms usually follow where the 
hauled of to jail? Who could imagine Huguette’s However, UPWA’s targets includ ‘ othe 
line’ to be vice president of the newly organ food-distribution plant flour vl eal in 
ized Canadian Labor Congress, president of the ning, | ts, tea and vite lars 
Montreal Labor Council, and field representa ( niz | | in task of UPWA field cl 
tive tor the United Pack nghous¢ Worker ol < i ( ( t the | ' ' i} fold 
America? Most of H ett tin it 
Miss Plamondon’s election to the CLC execu ott i ’ tro | la vevk 
tive last spring made her the first woman to hold I fron plat } he M 
such a position When she defeated R J Doc) re hooking int eV xi im 
Lamoreux, a veteran representative of the steel gined. Mill Street 1 ok n P 
workers, she proved once more—to her own St. Char iMaining two meat-pack 
satisfaction, at least—that any work men can do [we ighterhou fl nil fi ’ nal 
a woman can do juSt as well, if not better i charcoal plant mo lan i to nh t} 
This kind of evidence is important to Hu the comfortal ipartment i len Mi 
guette, who's been fighting for equality of the real sh th her ma d broth 
sexes all her life Her da tar , yh " 
When she was a child of twelve nothing got natch bite t ind d off 
her dander up like having to iron her brother 154 Oldsmot ey nat on LIPWA 
shirts, without a please or thank you, simply be lo ' 
cause she was a girl A recent Tuesday. f nstat found | 
Unfair! Unfair!” she muttered over her iron- he Way te ' it wh 7 foreman } 
ing board lered work t f \ 
When she was twenty she yearned to becom« tead of tl lf ke 
a lawyer, but her fether could see no nse in plained it w mpo 
educating ; girl for the courtroom vhen he | t mp. le ion t 
ought to be thinking of marriage and babies t possil Hi tte had ‘ id } 
Unfair!” Huguette raged, but it was clear by telephor On the ot } i if 
she'd have to pull herself up by her bootstraps bl] } { will ood 
if she wanted to amount to anything But ow she | if 7 p th 
Today Papa Plamondon’s littie daughter elt W x ints ton hye f L 
thirty vears old and still unmarried, has done ti Could he see where } 
just that Besides her new position, which re ict f mi Were tl fl Migth 
quires her to supervise all Quebec affiliates of lip and hurt himsell | kK t my 
the Canadian Labor Congress. Huguette handles watching them of n wl he wa or 
what many labor leaders have called “a man’s that the ‘bulkier load wa fety hazard 
PHOTO BY BASIL ZAROV 
job in a tough field Organizing and servicing nm t? norning i mpar dt 
the twenty-five unions of the packinghouse in- committ I presented her point of 
dustry in Quebec and the Maritimes. On an management, wih n turn presented tl r 
equal footing and on equal salaries ($5,000 a ol u t u x continued on page 100 
. 
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irs a film-strip badge like these—checked periodically for danger signs 


Canadian atomic worker wei 


ATOMIC WATCHDOG: Every 





a } 


How serious is the threat of radiation? 


j that most puzzled 


By Sidney Katz we the last decade 
of all creatures in all history—the twen 
tieth-century human being—has been confronted 
vith a riddle nearly as fundamental as the riddle 


of the universe: what does atomic energy mean 


to his race? What does it mean to him 
dividual? What—and this part of the riddle mi 


Bombarded by X rays and rays from TV tubes, watch dials, car 
ve the hardest of all to guess what does it m¢ 
r | 


as an ip 
‘ 


to his children and their children? 

At the polar extremes the answers 
panels and H-bomb tests, we are constant targets fairly hee Freese age cn re ae 
begin dropping them on each other we shall ce 
civilization. If we harness 


may build Ut 


now seem 


passes for 


stroy what 
Dla 







of radioactivity. What is it doing to us—and future generations? ar og fo peaceful wee = fucon | 
t yore ana ore people Nave deLxuU tO Fea 
’ ze that the ultimate answer to the riddle of tl 
tom may not lie at either extreme. It may I 
Here are some disturbing facts 1 no-man’s land of undiscovered mysteries—t! 
area otf so-called harmless radiation and so-ca ad 
‘ct on health 


beneficial diation and ts elle 
evolution. More and more authorities have beg 
to fear that the dangers ot idiation lie not only 

homh 


in the ultimate 


fall-out from 


of X rays, luminous 


horror of 


but trom the careless use ¢ 
paints and industrial and medical isotopes 
f these still half hidden d 


The awareness of 


& Y 
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gers has emerged so urgently that they became a 
key issue in the recent U.S. election campaign 
when Adlai Stevenson called tor an end to H 
bomb tests. Scientists, as well as politicians, still 
disagree on the extent of the danger. Dr. Ralph 
Lapp, one of the best-known atomic physicists in 
the U.S., says tragments of bomb debris from 
the Pacific tests are now turning up in the bones 
of people all over the world and can cause bon 
cancer. An equally prominent physicist. Dr. Go 
don M. Dunning. of the U.S. Atomic Energy 
Commission, says the point at which the tes 
vill present a real threat to mankind is far off 

We are constantly being bombarded by X-1 
machines, fluoroscopes. luminous-dialed watches 
clocks and car instrument panels, and televisior 

ibes. The newest source of radioactivity —and 
iltimately the greatest source of danger is the 

dioactive isotopes, such as are produced by 
Atomic Energy of Canada Ltd. at Chalk River 
Ont Radioisotopes are already being used tn 
undred different ways in medicine, research and 
nNaustry 

Are we already suffering from too much radi: 
tion? Has radiation irrevocably damaged our un 
born descendants by attacking our genes? How 

in We protect ourselves trom too much radia 
on? These are questions now occupying the 
attention of many scientists. They are aware that 
potentially, radiation is the most serious public 
health problem that has ever confronted man 
kind, for not only can radiation kill people now 
living, it can maim and injure, through inheri 
tance, millions yet unborn 

In explaining the hazards of radiation, a good 
starting place would be to introduce the term 
roentgen, or “r° in abbreviated form. It’s th 
unit used for measuring radiation received by 
human being. A simplified yardstick ts that it re 
quires 625 roentgens to redden your skin. A mas 
sive dose of S500 roentgens at one time over the 
whole body can kill a person in days or weeks 
It a person receives a large dose to his whole 
body in small installments over many vears, tt 
wont kill him tmmediately, but, much iater 
may lead to anemia, cancer, sterility or prem 
ture death. For radiation dose are cunutl 
Every roentgen absorbed by an) inimal box 
stays there and piles up through the years 

But perhaps the most chilling aspect of radia 
tion is that it does genetic damage Roentgens 


hange human genes so that the descendants ot 


the exposed person may be born defective. And 
the damage may continue for forty generations 


Children of exposed parents may be born wit 


lowered resistance to disease with mental ce 
fects, dwarfism, hemophilia, leukemia or co 

2enttal blindness. Some scientists have suggested 
hat in several generations a new 1 of scarcel 


man creatures May emerge 
How much radiation is required to do genetic 
lamage? Our most authoritative answers com 


om two distinguished er¢ ups the | S. Natio 


Academy of Sciences and the British Medic 


Research Council. By coincidence. both issued 
ong reports on radiation hazards in June 195¢ 
They emphasized that 1] idiation is geneticall 
rmful ind that the only really sate numb 
of roentgens is zero.” However, they set ten ro 


itgens to the reproductive glands as the max 


mum dose that the average person should receive 
»9y his thirtieth birthda They estimated that 1f 
tt he ito som 


le average dose were to NCTeAses 
Vhere between 30 and 80 roentgens. the number 
% defective children born in the future would 
louble 

In calculating genetically harmtul radiation 


scientists are chiefly interested in the number o 


tf 
roentgens that reach the reproductive glands. In 
all X-ray examinations at least some radiation 
will get through to these glands. For instance, in 
a dental X ray that beams five roentgens to the 
mouth about 5/1000 roentgens get through. In 


the examination of the continued on page 115 
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ATOMIC DETECTIVE: Radioactive rays fired ATOMIC DENTIST: X 1 how toot 


it tank how in filn t A ad fault Do th ‘ oO { | 
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Dangers in disguise ... > 
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Are we risking our lives using 






radioactive rays to test 
\steel, check teeth, fit shoes? 
And (below) can we be 
sure buried atomic waste won't 


contaminate the earth? 
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LTOMIC MERCHANT: | 





ATOMIC FUNERAL: At Chalk River we | wast t. Diss 
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| his war vet liked to eat so he opened an Italian erocery. To advertise it 


he broadeast Italian music. 


ana imported Italian movies. 


By Richard O° Hagan 


\ dapper man with a bread smile, long nose 
and flashing brown eyes bustled into the 
passenger waiting. room from a newly arrived 


t 


plane at Toronto’s Malton airport one day last 


pring, and was suddenly and violently envel 
oped in a shouting, agitated crowd of men and 
women His arms were pumped, his lapels 


ized and he was kissed and embraced by greet 
ol both SC XC Ss 


This was not a European matinee idol, the 


long-lost son of a vast family or an exiled pol 
tical leader. It was Johnny Lombardi, a 41-year 
id grocer who has enterprisingly converted his 
Italian heritage and Canada’s postwar influx of 
mmigrants into a colorful domain founded, as 
one associate put it, On “Movies, Music and mac 
ron 

The airport reception was a paradox in some 

ivs because Lombardi, though he’s been a pro 
fessional Italian of great intensity for almost a 
decade now, was just getting back from his first 
visit to the “old country He was returning, too 
vith a substantially improved grasp of the Italian 
MnMvUuUARC 

Like his tumultuous homecoming, Lombardt's 


five weeks in Italy had been minor triumph 
the mayor of Naples had given him a reception 
He spent several days at the island villa of a 
landowner of noble lineage. He ap- 


peared on television and he was invited to be a 


wealthy 


udge at Italy’s biggest popular-music festival 
All this. was in deference to a man who has 
onspicuously (and profitably) identified himself 
with things Italian in a foreign setting. As the 
producer of two flourishing radio programs 
known as the Johnny Lombardi Italian Shows, as 


an importer and distributor of Italian films, as an 


In Toronto they call his 


That was such a hit he hired a hall for Italian singers 


many-sided business 


Johnny Lombardi’s 


impresario of Italian stage and recording artists 
and as the operator of what he proudly claims 
is the largest “one hundred percent Italian” tood 
specialities store in Canada, Lombardi came 
armed with credentials worthy of attention 
Indeed, his resourceful and single-minded sell- 
ing of Italian entertainment and foodstuffs has 
made him an Italian celebrity of the first ordet 
It has also made his name familiar to Canadians 
who have never been closer to anything Italian 


than a tin of spaghetti 


One night four years ago during a bleak win- 
ter that left many New Canadians jobless, he 
got a call from a police sergeant who reported 

e 


that a number of Italian immigrants were pt 
paring to bed down for the night in Toronto's 
Union Station. What would he do about them? 
Lombardi was on the point of suggesting the 
Italian consul or some welfare agency when he 
thought to ask why he had been called. “Well 
said the policeman, “you're the only Italian we 
know 

His pride of blood stimulated, Lombardi hop- 
ped into his station wagon and sped downtown 
He made two trips hauling the dozen doleful 
immigrants back to his store. There he set about 
slicing salami and ham and laying out bread, 
cheese and black olives. Several of his hapless 
guests had not eaten for two days, but that night 
they feasted well. Lombardi then located sleep- 
ing accommodation for them. Two he kept at 
his own house, giving one a job in his store 
the next day 

“Ill never forget how grateful those boys 
were,” he recalls. “They weren't ‘complaining 
They just wanted a chance to work. I've got a 
tremendous admiration for them.” 


Lombardi has his admirers, too. Last Christ- 
mas, among a profusion of palatable gifts, he 
received eighteen bottles of home-made wine 
A young immigrant contractor once repaid a 
favor by arriving unannounced at the Lombardi 
house and rebuilding the cement walk to the 
ront door 

Iwo and a half years ayo, a rebellious ulcer 
sent him to hospital. He needed a blood trans- 
fusion. A line of volunteers that stretched out 
into the street from the reception desk of St 
Michael's Hospital in downtown Toronto formed 
In response to an appeal over Lombardi’s radio 
programs—programs that are heard all over 
southern Ontario, where half of the three hun- 
dred thousand people of Italian birth or extrac- 
tion in Canada are concentrated. This puts most 
of them within radio hearing of Johnny Lom- 
bardi’s Italian Shows 

For their edification, and that of anybody else 
who chances or chooses to tune in, maestro 
Lombardi every day of the week provides a rich 
serving of Italian music spiced with commercials 
underwritten by sponsors that range from a 
barbers union to a steamship company 

Lombardi is a man whose enthusiasm and 
energy apparently know few bounds. He is for- 
ever hatching new ideas and he’s constantly on 
the move. He is a sturdy, compact figure, five 
feet eight and a half inches and 175 pounds, and 
f bucking a stiff head wind. His black 
hair, flecked with grey, is perilously thin now, 


walks as 


but he often dresses like a collegian—orange- 
colored pullover sweater, bow tie, blue slacks 

He was well established in both groceries and 
radio when in 1949 he introduced himself as a 
sponsor of live entertain- continued on page 104 
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kingdom of n 


IMPRESARIO LOMBARDI 


VICTUALER LOMBARDI 


the praises of Italian cheese 


r shoppers in his 
He also gets 
yrical about olives 
ind pasta but has to watch | 


own diet nowaday 
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jod!” Charlie Ouverack rose. “I am Jesus,” he said; ther 
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lhree Eskimos had already been murdered when 


word filtered out of the north. Then the Mounties began to unravel the macabre and bloody story 


of a would-be Messiah and his chain of human sacrifices 


The tragic case 


of the man who played Jesus 


A MACLEAN’S FLASHBACK BY ALAN PHILLIPS 


( ff the east coast of Hudson Bay au group of 
Distands hump from the sea ice, low, snow 
covered, starkly bare. These are the Belchers 
scene of the most bizarre and perhaps the most 
tragic murders ever committed in the north 

Here, in 1941, a strange drama unfolded. In 
a time of desperation the Eskimos of the islands 
turned for help to an alien faith they did not 
understand, and out of their striving for sense 
and hope produced a false Messiah. nine vic 
tims and, perhaps, a Christian marty 

The first news of this tragedy to reach the out 
side world was a wireless message from the only 
white man on the islands, Hudson's Bay Com- 
pany factor Ernest Riddell. It came into the 
company’s Winnipeg head office on March 13 
“THREE MURDERS HAVE BEEN COMMII 
fED ON BELCHER ISLANDS. ADVISE IM 
MEDIATE POLICE INVESTIGATION.’ 

The message was relayed at once to Ottawa 
to the deputy commissioner of the Northwest 
Territories, who passed it on to the Royal Cana 
But this was wartime and 
Before the force 
could act a second wire had arrived: “THERE 
HAVE BEEN MORE MURDERS. COME IM 
MEDIATELY.” 

On April 11 a hastily overhauled Norseman 
landed Inspector D. J. Martin and Corporal W 
G. Kerr on the Belchers. Both men had spent 
years in the north but they had never seen land 
so bleak. The caribou had left fifty years betore 
As late as August pack ice surrounded these 
islands. In all their length and breadth, ninety- 
one by fifty-one miles, there was not a solitary 
stunted tree. Even moss and cranberry bushes 
grew in only a few secluded areas. Soil blew 


dian Mounted Police 
no planes could be hired. 


away as fast as it formed. There were only the 
seals, the fish, and the ducks and geese that bred 
in the shallow lakes in multitudes to teed and 
clothe some forty Eskimo families 

These facts, the investigators found, were rele 
vant to the case. These islands, the icebound 
reefs. the long dark winter, the scarceness of 
game, the influence of the white man on the way 
the Eskimo thinks—in this complex situation the 
motivations were rooted 

By April 15 the two Mounties had most of the 
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killers in custody and arrangements had been 
made to bring in the others. Then, caught by 
the spring breakup, they abandoned their plane 
and returned to the capital by dog team, canoe 
railway handcar and train. Here they reported 
the fantastic details 

It had begun with Charlie Ouyerack, a small 
man with the sullen face of a disappointed child 
In January 1941, Ouyerack convinced his neigh 
bors that he was Jesus 
When he was 
a boy his tather had been murdered. He had 


He was an unusual Eskimo 


never outgrown his sense of helplessness, loss 
and resentment. Now, at twenty-seven, he had 


not the self-sufficiency so characteristic of hi 


Key fig 


Eskimo, Ouyerack 


ures in 1941 Belcher Islands murders were Peter 


Christ Mina went mad and 


cople who, finding nature outside themselv« 
uncontrollable, have evolved toward control of 
their inner nature. He had some of the trait 
ot the white man, rare in an Eskimo: he some 


times struck his children. envied other men 


skills, coveted their women and spoke less than 


the whole truth. Confronted by the cruelty o1 
indifference of the elements, he gave way 
times to panic or ange! And since he could no 

pect himself he prac ed elt-deces nal 

ed the respect of ther 

Charlie Ouverack wa lever and imaginative 
He claimed master of the trance y whicl 
medicine men project their souls through the 
ther to locate caribou. continued on page 119 
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are on the house 


Paul Kligman makes a good living on the stage but, 


as master of the Jewish joke, he works overtime for nothing... 
just to hear his friends laugh. Have you heard 


his latest about The Day The Bread Fell Buttered Side Up? 


RY BARBARA MOON he isn't being paid for tt. A beefy young man 


with features as pliable as raw bagel dough, he 


HOTOS BY PAUL ROCKET tells his jokes lovingly. His dark eves pucker 
An expression of innocent glee dimples his 
if ipowe vingys parties are notorious showcases for cheeks. He shrugs his shoulders and turns out 
: parlor tricks in which all present seek to his hands expressively. He tells the one about 
outdo each othe But at current Toronto thea- the noodles 

tric parties, if a man named Paul Kligman Someone asks Motke Chabad, the wag, why 
iVS I've got a ne one about Levy and Bern ire noodles called noodles he confides to the 
n,” the other actors are apt to abandon the company. “Motke answers right back What 
mitation of the circus barker o the Sing a question to ask! They're long like noodles 
Parrot bit and listen arent they? They're soft like noodles, aren't 

Levy and Bernstein, tt seems, are sitting ove they? They taste like noodles. don't they? So 
their teacups, saying nothing At last Levy ;* Kligman rolls his eyes—why shouldn't they be 

‘ breaks the silence You know, Bernstein ne called noodles? 

says, “life is like a glass of tea.” He stops only when his showman’s instinct 
Lite is like a glass of tea why?” asks tells him it's time to leave his audience laugh- 
Bernstein ng. Just as some people have mice, his associ- 
How should I know?” savs Levys Amtia ates Say Kligman has Jewish jokes C onse- 
philosopher? quently they think of him most often as a racon- 

Paul Kligman himself is an actor—an actor teur. To producers, on the other hand, he’s 
moreover, Who can't help entertaining even when competent and versatile continued on page 96 
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~The comic whose best jokes ’ 





KLIGMAN TELLS A STORY: A man was 
ating his black bread and butter when it fell | 
miracle of miracles—buttered side up 





Now he knew that for a poor working mar 
bread never falls buttered side up Was it a 
sign? He decided to ask the rabbi about 





“What do you mean it fell buttered side up 
said the rabbi. “It never falls buttered side up 
especially for the poor working man 





It's true. I have witnesses. What does it mean 
Ihe rabbi said, “The problem is too big for 


me. I will call a conclave of all the rabbis.’ 





While the rabbis deliberated, the whole com 
munity eagerly awaited their verdict. It must be 


i Sign, for the bread never falls buttered side p 





At last the edict came. The bread did not fall 


buttered side up On the contrary i} 
4 D red his br 1o he \ 
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A MACLEAN'S $5000 NOVEL AWARD 





She's naive 
She's beautiful 

She's trying to be good 

.. .Which cow be 
hilariously complicated, 
when you're in love 
and half the town 
throws 
its clothes awoyy 


A swift ond, rollicking story 
by JOHN CORNISH 
with ilustrotions 
by OSCAR 

begins ory next poge eeccccee eccccccccess Ef 





























Ewanochka, 
He silently painted his name on the mail- 





Olga’s mysterious neighbor: 


box—then secretly switched it with Olga’s. 
And it was after that the house blew up. 





knew people talked, 

but what could a girl do 
to prove her innocence 
in the strangest 

of errors 


that ever 
made ow Mourtie blush? 


x a 
— —— “ 
likes 


Mrs. Gombov and daughter Dafina: When 
Olga refused to help thwart Dafina’s rival, 
Mrs. Gombov did what any good Little 
Brother would do—she went out and set a fire 


Bussey: He found Olga’s innocence disturb- 
ing to a roving father who wasn’t married. 
Mrs. Mercer: She brought a child, and Olga 
and the town learned the secret of a rake 








Marcelyn: She worked at being beautiful, 
amused herself with movie magazines, made 
a home for Olga and dreamed hopefully of 
the day when her husband would marry her. 
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t seven-thirty a train porter woke Olga Stepanyskaya in her upper 
berth. 

“Upper nine? Miss? Miss?” 

“It’s Tansey?” 

“Pretty soon now.” 

“I have time for breakfast, I expect?” 

“That’s right.” 

“Porter! You believe in dreams, that is correct?” 

“Dreams? I believe in dreams sometimes.” 

“The good ones?” 

“If it’s too good, no, miss.” 

“No? For me, I do not know either. All the same, I dream this 
dream about a person who beats me, with a whip. | wonder why is 
that?” 

“Maybe you ate something bad.” 

“And then, it never hurts. But it never hurts in dreams, I think 
He was on horseback—he was a Cossack, this person. Then he said 
Donald said (he is a real person, his name is Donald)—he said I pois- 
oned him. There was poisoned cake in the dream, you understand.” 

“I see. You want to watch this fellow Donald, miss.” 

“But he was right. Oh, I did not put in poison, no; Mama did 
and I knew it was there. Mama baked. this poison cake because she 
did not wish the marriage.” 

“You sure you want breakfast?” 

“I want breakfast, yes. I consider you believe in dreams, porter.” 

“Maybe so, maybe so. You watch Mama too. Young girls, they 
got a right to marry.” e 

“Oh, Mama is dead—I am with Grandmama. She wishes I am 
married. I am certain of that.” 

“You want breakfast, miss, you arise right, now.’ 

“Tell me, please, do you consider the colored races must assimilate 
the white race in the next five thousand years?” 

“See here, miss, you jump in your clothes and climb right down 
my ladder and go get breakfast. I'll put your bag in the corridor.” 

“But you have an opinion, all the same?” 

“The boy in the next car, he’s been to college. You ask him.’ 

“T ask you.” 

“Another time, miss, another time. I got my laundry to count. I'm 
a busy man. Excuse me , 


continued on next page 


The Harbottles: The Colonel and his wife 
were perfect in Olga’s eyes, and the hand- 
some Donald was the man she loved. But he 
was aloof till he became a hero by mistake. 





Howard Mercer and Lucy: “I'm rotien,” he 
said as he made love in the orchard, Lucy 
knew Olga’s warnings were truce, but she 


found him irresistible even with a wif 





Grandmother Stepanyskaya: lier only worry 
was Olga: her granddaughter was a dreamer 
Always her head in clouds. One day she 
will fall in lake. Splash! No more Olga.” 


& 





Madge Harbottle: She was Donald's madcap 
kid sister and Olga’s friend. She collect 
ed dragonflies, liked dogs better than men 


and thought secrets were “absolutely wiz 


— - 
i A\ecr a.* 


only 





‘I do not understand these crazy things." : 
And, neither did anyone else - i 

even the Little Brothers who lit fuses and set fires ’ 
weren't sure whose house they'd blow up next - : 


or why : 
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nued from previous page 


In Tansey Junction the train was expected at 
nine: at seven forty-five a maidservant woke 
Bussey, bringing him in tea and thin toast 

His chest was uncovered and the maid’s gaze 
settled on its triangle of hair; because he believed 
it the custom of American young men, Charles 
Bussey slept without night clothes. Sudden pos- 
sibilities suggested themselves to him. Watching 
her under prickly eyebrows, seeking to catch her 
eye, he swelled his chest with a deep intake of 
air—but she looked on blankly, unmoved. There 
was nothing doing; Charles Bussey might heave 
and wheeze with passion but the maid who hover 
ed over him by the bed table was thinking about 
her tip. 

And then somehow it seemed all the tmme 
Bussey had no more than stared out the window 
‘Yes. Thank you.” His voice was faraway, the 
voice of a man who has stared out his window 
but is rapidly collecting his wits. “Yes—and I 
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think in about twenty minutes [ll take a bath 
he said 

The maid said, why not? The bath along the 
hall was free 

Yes, well, you might draw it for me 

It's not my job 

My dear 

It's not my job 


to oblige 


He reddened Oh Then get oul 

I'm not your valet 

Get out, get out, GET OUT! 

The door slammed and he was left alone with 
his pounding heart. He lay still, telling himself to 
keep his mind off them 

When presently he felt better he did his morn- 
ing exercises; then he stood before the dormer 
for his deep breathing. He breathed deeply and 


looked out over the empty lake. He saw nothing 
he was not much interested in the outdoors. As 
he stood there he did, however, become pleasantly 


aware ol a morning treshne i smell of mountain 
evergreens in his room 

He returned to bed and breaktast. Perhaps he 
smelled turniture wax, he thought, climbing bach 
in bed: and true, everything to be seen did shine 


‘ 


wakxils the hotel room wa ixt years out of 


date ind vet shining-new evervthing em 
balmed tr Wik all the sturdy pieces of inother 
omitor 
He thought, this must he at the old bo 
skipping out on Mother and hotel 
just like this 

He finished his Spartan breaktast and 


ages design, another ages standard of 


ondered 
whether to ask the insolent chambermaid tor sh 

ing water H« padded i ine room LOOM } 
to the yellowing square above the washstand jug 
where he examined his stubbk The pepper-and 
salt hairs of his chin disgusted him. He wished 
his stubble away, so that, in his mind eye, he 


instantly saw himself so ped, scr iped perfumed 


continued on next page 
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Susse hunger y rested on Olga across the coffee 


continued 





lean and wolfish man of distinction, and under 


fifty. The mirror gave him vellow jaundice, and 


he wished the jaundice away too 
He poured out some cold water and shaved 

Now vas his time of day to think seriously 

have been the strange room 


tbout hair dye. It may 


whatevel! 


thinking 


that banished customary meditations 


cause, he found himself 


presently 
romantically of the insolent chambermaid instead 
But he decided her broad lymphatic face meant 
Siwash blood, and after that he tried not to think 
A Siwash! There you were—all your 
attracted at the wrong time, in the 
patted 


of hel 

life you felt 
rony place by the wrong woman He 

talc on his jaw and once again reminded himselt 

mind off them 

‘lf a bracer, then sat in a 


to Keep hi 

Hye measured himsc 
tragic attitude in his bathrobe on the edge of the 
bed. his door ajar. breathing out cigarette smoke 
ind awaiting his turn. He listened for the gurgle 
bathwater along the hall. Each time the maid 


tf Indian blood passed in the corridor their eves 


met and both scowled 
Bath over. and dressed, he went downstairs, a 
mt h wave ot breakfast smells cereals and 


ups, sausages and kippers and eggs and bacon 
cended. He fought his 
lobby, and threw his 


meeting him as he des 
rast mad iCTOSS the 


iwlan cape-fashion about his shoulders and strode 


t to the railway platform 


Here was Tansey Junction, the station-hotel 


train installations, the statlonmaster’s frame house 
railway colors, some tracks branching away 
fansevy Lake. The plattorm was empty, the lake 


vas smooth, the air was perfumed with spring 


all had 


ng around, actor 


thought Bussey, look 
but the Jerry 
about it. No 


of people, a 


charm of sorts 
nostrils flared 
nrisoners had probably been right 


alifornia, give him lots 


ve him 
hot climate skyscrape! cities, crowded bars with 
chic women 

Then, obeying the 


exile’s inner voice, he paced 


table, and he smiled. “My dear,” he asked, “is it still a 


the platform. Bussey never questioned this inner 
voice (it came to him in the accents of one o1 
another eminent British actor). Once, only once 
had it misled him: when the 
it dictated he race up from 


Too late he discovered his age precluded service 


Hitler war began 
alifornia to enlist 


overseas, and he spent his war guarding German 
Ontario. An ambiguous 
status below the border had not inconvenienced 
him before 1939. When, 
his 1945 American visa 
found him, deported him, 
It was a bitter blow. That he 


prisoners in northern 
however, he overstayed 
this time the authorities 
debarred him for life 
might be alien in 
the eyes of the consul at Vancouver seemed na 
but that southern California shared 
attitude was preposterous. Someone had 


tural enough, 
the stuffy 

blundered; 
migration border posts, little by litthe had assumed 


and the consul at Vancouver, the im- 


in his mind the aspect of natural obstacles, like 
mountain ranges, that posed a challenge to his 
skill and manhood 

Far off in the mountain gorges a train sounded 
its bugle. He paid the overnight bill and visited 
the spaniel in the luggage room, where he stood 
watching frantic tokens of love, his mind on Port- 
land, Oregon. It would be pleasant to walk out 
on Marcelyn, he thought. The trouble was that 
without a doubt 


though Immigration might fail 


Marcelyn would discover where he'd gone: he 


pictured her interrogating every sporting man be- 
Nome and Sunset Boulevard. Dogs had 
been known to home right across a continent and 
he thought it exactly the spiteful form one might 
expect of Marcelyn. With no actual marriage bond 


these eighteen years, no mortgaged dream house, 


iween 


probably his own person represented home to her. 
He flinched at the thought. By heaven! 
man sick 
He stood among little islands of freight, staring 


t made 


it the spaniel and twisting his face in grotesque 
shapes, for in anguished moments Charles Bussey 
fringe of his mustache between his 
rattling 


ground the 
teeth: and meantime the train rolled in 
window glass and darkening the doorway 
[he platform filled with life 


as he recognized his 


Bussey, roving 
igain, groaned involuntarily 
daughter's friend, Olga Stepanyskaya, step down 
His groan was his salute to innocence; he always 
back this specter of in- 
him into marriage, he 
He was ponder- 


groaned. Twenty years 
nocence might have swept 
reflected; and what were the odds? 
ing odds when stopped short by a face, a look 
it glared out at him from a windowpane 

He stroked his mustache self-consciously, and 


secret?” Olga fidgeted 





You pretend,” she complained 


sternly he surveyed the lake. Then he stole a 

second look at what was his own image, then 

strode off to overtake his daughter's friend 
‘Muttering and twitching. Did y« 


€ urlous 


1g yu notice? 
g lapped over him, comment 
travelers noticing Charles 


platform may 


lances 
rippled in his wake 
Bussey in nervous agitation on the 
have thought him touched; a young mother, ad- 
justing her child’s looked up 
while he bore down on her. He glanced 
ankles, ring 


harness buckles 
alarmed, 
briskly at the young mother’s face 
air of ritual, and cut past, a tall 
poker-back presence, haughty and remote. Walk 
ing like a guardsman he overtook the younger 
dropped a fatherly hand on her 


finger with an 


girl ahead; he 
shoulder and the pair disappeared together into 
the coffee bar, watched by half the platform 
Olga Stepanyskaya was returning from a folk 
festival and full of it. For five minutes Bussey 
watched her face and nodded 


tenderly smiling 


He didnt listen. Young Peggy Ashcroft, he 
thought, in something by Chekhov. The Gish 
sisters of the Twenties? No, no, not the Gish 


sisters. Presently he asked. “How’s vour college 


"Th ae 
hoy 


“You ask me this, Mr. Bussey? I do not know 
Donald and 


acquainted even 


We are not deeply 


myself. We are mere strangers.” 


Pooh, you're practically engaged, according 
to Lucy 
Olga always rose to the bait. “What's this non 


sense? Nobody ts engaged. You pretend this so 
you embarrass me. That is your wish I expect 
She looked away She had 


fresh and solemn face; a single honey 


frowning young and 
colored 
braid looped across ear to ear to frame it 

He leaned back amused, his hung Irv eves on he 
“My dear, is it still a secret?” And he ran on 
about it and she twisted in her chair, sighed exag 

eratedly, turned weary eves to the ceiling 

But all the while half Bussey’s attention was 
elsewhere, for the young mother of the platform 
had followed into the 

They passed through, the mother and her bow- 


coffee bar 


legged and wobbly charge to settle against a far 


line of windows poised above the lake. where 
walls and fittings were bathed in watery reflections 


and a mottled bright-dark pattern rocked about 


the ceiling. Quite a picture, Bussey thought. Pretty 
in the English pink-and-white fashion, with deli- 


cate features. He had never seen her before. His 
restless eyes roved the room and returned to the 
young mother. She stared moodily over the lake 


a comely lake, hardly continued on page 34 
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Small camera, big pictures—Brownie Holiday Camera World’s most popular snapshooter— Brownie Hawkey: 


takes big, beautiful snapshots in black-and-white and color— Camera has made over a billion snapshots. And it’s ABC 
ind so easily! Just sight and snap! Comes with flasholder, simple to use. Load with black-and-white or color 
hlm, bulbs, batteries ill in one handsome gift package aim shoot! Gift-boxed with flasholder, film, bulbs, batteries. 


Brownie Holiday Flash Outfit, complete....... $11.45 Brownie Hawkeye Flash Outfit, complete...... $15.95 


‘The happiest giftsc 


Gift-packaged 
camera Outfits 
can save all your 
happy moments 
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a in pictures. 
4) Only $11.45 up! 
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Smart way to start off— What every new movie maker needs 


precision Brownie Movie Camera makes color movies snap- 


shot-easy Brownie 2-Lamp Movie Light for indoor us: 


Brownie Movie Camera Kit, f/2.7, complete.... $43.40 


Thrifty and capable— Kodak Pony 135 Camera, Model C, 
is ideal for starting in color slides. Has //3.5 lens, 1/300 flash 
shutter, exposure guide. Comes with case and flasholder 


babaa $56.70 


Kodak Pony 135 Camera Outfit, complete 


If it’s made by Kodak— 


you know it’s good! 
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Gets up close for better pictures— Brownie Bull’s-Ey: 
Camera focuses down to 4 feet for dramatic, eye-catching Camer ded viewfinder for t } 
close-ups. lakes crisp black-and-whites and beautiful color Ler prefocused for rp sn 
. snapshots. Gift-boxed with flasholder, film, bulbs and batteries color. With fi Ider, film, b ri 
a . ’ . . . ~ > =, . we 7% 
) Brownie Bull’s-Eye Flash Outfit, complete. ... $23.25 Kodak Duaflex IV Flash Outfit, complete.....526./5 


scome from Kodak! 

















More light ... wider range— Brownie Movie Camera with For shots and shows Browme Movie Camet f s, gets 
- extra-fast f/1.9 lens. Handy fteld case. Cine-Kodak Folding color movies at snapshot t. Brownie Movie Project 
(4-Lamp) Movie Light for greate! indoor shooting range movi nd till reverses, re ind uilt 
. — - . pa 2 , , 2194 9C 
Brownie Movie Camera Kit, f/1.9, complete... $72.15 Brownie 300 Movie Outfit, complete..... 9124.25 








Great new 35mm camera—Kodak Signet 40 combines 
modern design, moderate price. Has coupled rangefinder, /, 3 . ' 
lens, 1/400 shutter. Flasholder has 3- and 4-inch reflectors your own, too! 


Kodak Signet 40 Camera with Flasholder...... $78.50 ee ae ee ee 


Ask your Kodak dealer about convenient terms 


CANADIAN KODAK CO., LIMITED. ..Toronto 9, Ontario 
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continued 


i mile wide and round as a saucer; low 
hills surrounded it and a pearly morning 
ky reflected from it. She steadied the 
hild’s drinking glass, and dabbed its 
mouth; then again she stared out into 
pace Bussey longed to rush over to 
the windows with tender enquiries 
Instead he said, “You're hedging, O] 

This Donald thing 


Outside, the transcontinental gone i 
noisy little local, all museum pieces, had 
backed tn | Iped by hout ind ndmil 
restures from. the pla form 

Bussey steered Olga to the d oacn 
»f the young mother and child: he cho 
i seat where he could v h the Othe 
rrived. Into th eat f he oth 

ttled a farm woman of enormo I 

When _ th } forw th 
hild set up ’ } O1SE 
haif song, half whine irm oman 





azed at the child 


back. Except in size the pair looked not 


dissimilar; the size, however was th 
woman's principal characteristic T 

rested a large domestic inima COW 
mare OW anthropomorp! hrougl 


t 

ome vagary of biology, and. by he n 

hought Bussey, she could be Woe. H 

determined to keep sharp watch on het 
Piper Creek, Quilty, Coticoote 

Shipka; to every way station the tr 

paid its respects. It was rolling through 


rrazing land, following in the trench of 


the Tansey. The watercourse was a thick 
t of thimbleberry, huckleberry ilmon 
erry, of alder and willow; but to either 
ide opened out the range treat grassy 
rosses ol ind, twenty miles of them 
sing two thousand feet iDOVE the 
stream: they were the Tansey hills in 
their monotonous succession. Occasion 
illy could be seen broken white streaks 
on their lower slope tra of the aban 
loned stage road 

Ihe train held a stead ly i 


Olga = Stepanyskaya’~= thumped back 


t } 





igainst her headre h nace oO 
neay oO witn her patience No 
vod el ed—tha \ kno 
Mr. Bussey, believe m 
hen when Bussey changed the o 

worked subject she calmed down at onc 
There seemed to be two Ols one tl 
talked and groaned, laughed and gestic 
ited. and another secret Olga. ob tive 
ometimes hostile, an outsider who kept 


! ' 
larded eyes oO! 








him We will hav ilk abo 
Donald Harbottle led h 
ud even B we ll talk of you 

( € t ) 1Ou to \ } l 

d stepmother, Mr. B lea 

Luc iVvsS that 

Lucy! I consider Li s sad because 

fathe oO i me ctabl in nd 
English ’ in s 

But what if [fm an American? 

Well, yo e not, in my opinion 
You are like the other ranchers | Eng 
ishmen | Yo re so lik it, eXx- 
ept sometimes when you ot. Why 
s that? Have you ever been to Pitts- 
burgh? 

ets take this tlie oO ) i 
Pittsburgh?” 

Yes, the old medal went there lo 
Pittsburgh.” 

Gold medi 

Yes, Mr sey, I am tellin oO l 
morning!” 

Oh, you mean your ck Sorry 

“Do! That is how the ranchers talk 
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He leered Bussey never looked more 
jaded than when, in the company of a 
young woman, he answered smile with 
smile. His was all too eager; the effect 
was to caricature hers. “My dear, you've 
ranchers on the brain. Donald Harbottle 
still.’ 

We do not talk about Donald. Do 
ald, Donald 


tival dancing, songs, girls singing about 


I am talking about the fes 


their wedding day—that is what I am 


| y the > re , 
i Viti ay ‘ 9 \ ) c au 
talkin Always he bride ire yeau 


ful like the kKalina—that is the cranberry 
bloom. very beautiful. The lovers sing 
poems and the mothers wail—the dowry 


tand? 





vill ruin the old folks, you und 


Do you picture it? The husbands go to 


Wal \ Jealous One bakes a poisoned 
iKc She scowled It's a lot of non 
} e all Know that, of course In 
pite of which, she jumped up, reached 

over her companion’s head to fumbl 
th snaplocks and strap ind she at 

lown again with species ol uitar OF 

her lap. She hesitated, looked across t 

Busse with furious suspicion You do 
) vish? 

My d irl, I'm 
You do not k folk son I 


ina 
Wouldn't say that. One never know 
She nodded, and tuned her instrument 
then plucking it rorously, her dark 


softenin he sang ditty about 


hat could 1 
VJ ri t could find no other way 
Vl oldier-love had sweethearts twe 


5 ies cold upon this de 


Charming murmured Bussey 





It based on some old tragedy, no 
joubt, and nobody is to blame. Here 
inother. also sad.” She sounded a sin 
note on the bandur 

Ohn ld. am eld! 

Pic hed ith bones 

Harre ed with my breast 

Watered with my blood 

Fror thre ‘ if m the hoson 

But perhaps you laugh at me he 
terrupted, speaking shyly and rapidly 
This Olga Stepan skaya 1 so seriou 


ou think. I can see you think that. D 


oO nderstand o debt to agricultura 
1 ce. Mr. Bussev? No. but I think oO 
vile why is that? She gave a gruff 
’ ion her chin inher bosom 

C} wi ) chawmin They both 

vghed at th mitation Is that wh 


please. Mr. Bussey?” She -watched him 


laughing, but with sharp attention, with a 
kind of hunger of her own, so he teady 
contradicted — the aughter Olga 
wanted respect and attention from adult 
iny adults But perhaps I will si 
vo a love song he rattled on I n 
t me sc Ye ten pl 
) gsmvl er. 1 n th 
sor 
Are they all tragic broke 


companion 


No, Mr. Bussey! Very good, instead 


She peered in Bussey’s eves Som 
hing 1s wrong?” 


No. Why?’ 
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‘Aie! Aie! Aie!’’ bawled Mrs. Gombov. Bristling 


at the sound, Bussey sat up, alert for trouble 


“But I heard you groan.” 

Nonsense.” 

“You did, Mr. Bussey dear, believe 
me.” 

Dare say I was thinking of something 
else.’ 

Are you unhappy, poor Mr. Bussey? 

Quite the contrary 

“Oh. Perhaps you consider Christian- 
ity is menaced when there is common-law 
marriage, and children of holy marriage 
ilso?’ 
We're back on that again, are we 
She gazed down at the bandura on her 


lap. “Yes—we are back in my opin 
ion.’ 

He said aggrieved, “If it makes you 
any happier, I plan to separate from 
Marcelyn decided it years ago. Not 
ideally suited to each other, dare say.” 

‘But you continue in sin? Why is 
that?” 

Oh quite, certainly, ever know a 
woman pay altention to a mans deci 
sions? Olga, you're spoiling my morn 
ing.” He glared down the coach, cheeks 
puffed out and one bristling eyebrow 


reared. 
She said gruffly, “With me your secrets 
are ‘safe, all the same.” She suddenly 


twisted aside, as though in this manr 
to demonstrate her tact 

And she stared out into a blue di 
tance. Your secrets are safe—it was like 
a line in a ballad. Olga wondered, did 
he too say things as she so often said 
things: half in earnest, that was, but also 
half for effect? Did the actor in Mr. 
Bussey carry acting over into real life? 
For her own part she frequently gave 
out, as her considered opinion, the first 
thing to come into her head—then, after- 
ward, she liked to pretend to herself she 
believed it 

Olga Stepanyskaya—and it was, per- 
haps, an especially Slavic gift—could 
sometimes persuade herself she believed 
in the wildest nonsense if her sympathy 
her eager imagination, or her partisan in- 
stinct was roused. 

Yes, true, except for Donald Har- 
bottle we are all liars and scoundrels,” 
she thought. She stole a glance at her 
bulging-eyed, rabbity-mouthed admirer, 
who, perversely, was not looking in the 
least scoundrelly, he was simply looking 
pained. Oh poor Mr. Bussey! In a little 
choked voice (but whether choked by 
emotion or suppressed laughter she her- 
self could hardly have told) she resumed 

“Do you believe then, if God had 
willed it, that the horses would have 
made a nobler civilization than the mon- 
keys? Yes, you must certainly believe 
that.” 

Lucky it wasn’t the earthworms.” 

You are joking.” 

My dear, what queer thoughts buzz 
round in that noodle of yours. Expect 
you read too much, like Lucy—lI say, 
Olga, you knew young Chester Glossop’s 
aboard?” 

“Pardon, young Chester, you say, M1 
Bussey, yes?” 

Bussey was locking down the car. “Of 
course Chester's young,” he said, pre- 
occupied 

Chester Glossop was their neighbor 
and was thirty. Thirty, fair, a little fat; 
he had boarded the train at Shipka, to 
sit, in ginger-colored shorts, directly 
across the aisle from the young English 
mother. A Tapleytown neighbor on hand, 
Bussey had relaxed his imaginary role 
of protector, for Chester Glossop was 
another Bussey for chivalry. 

He was just a little simple though, and 
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this might have been guessed as he sat 
panting on the edge of his seat, waiting, 
moment by moment of the train ride 
for something to happen. Breathlessly he 
eyed each passenger in turn. When his 
glance met the mother’s he blushed 
produced a tiny cardboard suitcase 
munched sandwiches out of it 

However. soon something did happen 
for him. Abandoning study of the downy 
knees the small child began a fight to- 
ward the sandwiches, so that mother and 
child silently wrestled at close quarters 
while Glossop beamed his apologies 
across. More happened: the farm woman 
suddenly became the centre of puzzled 
attention of the car. Earlier from her had 
come a fitful and subdued moaning of 
animal character—a strange noise indeed 
to those who heard it. Now she electri- 
fied the coach: she was seen to be aim 
ing blows at her forehead with the palm 
of a hand, and was at each blow heard to 
cry out in Russian 

fie! Aie! Aie!”’ she bawled from her 
cushions 


Just what so excited her was a mys 
tery, but down the corridor Bussey brist! 
ed at the sound. He said darkly, “Wog. 
He leaned forward, alert for trouble 

And Olga opposite him stiffened in 
her seat: glancing over her shoulder she 
recognized the woman for a certain Mrs 
Gombov from the east-shore Russian-lan 
guage colony; the prodigious flesh was 
unmistakable. She said carefully, “Il do 
not believe the fat lady is one of the 
Brothers—no, certainly not, that is plain 
enough to me.” However, Bussey, who 
was staring along the car, dropped her 
such an amused glance that at once she 
contradicted herself. “All the same it 
is possible. A Brother, yes.” 

“Can't simply wish them out of ex 
istence, y'know,” he said gently. “Per 
haps she'll strip and answer you.” 

Olga nodded, her face stern—the ster- 
ner because he spotted her faked inno 
cence. “Yes, that is possible too. All 
the same it is bad, a bad thing, the 
naked demonstration. Her dress on the 
floor gets filthy—and serve her right 
too—and bad for morals, very bad for 
morals too.” 

“Oh | don't know, with that figure 
she couldn't be desperately bad for mor- 
als, Olga.” Bussey was still studying the 
far end of the car. “I don’t suppose she 
will demonstrate though. I don’t think 
she ever can. Too fantastic. We'd have 
heard, people would have talked about 
it before now, figure like hers.’ 

“Her figure is not of interest,” Olga 
chided, talking above the noises from 
Mrs. Gombov. “She eats too many po 
tatoes, | expect. You must not stare 
Mr. Bussey dear. No doubt it will en 
courage her to civil disobedience.” And 
she herself stared with exaggerated in- 
terest at the prospect outside, where the 
Tansey hills had fallen back and fruit 
ranches had begun. “Oh! Oh! Look! We 
reach the lake! One hour more! Look 
Mr. Bussey!” 

He bestowed on her another amused 
darting appraisal 

Persisting she pressed her face against 
the glass; when a little opaque circle 
biossomed out there, she rubbed it away 
Apple orchards spread out across the 
valley, probed its corners, climbed the 
ranges to their flume lines, and every- 
where they flowered, white and starchy 
in hard sunlight. 

‘Aie! Aie!” It went on and on. “Aie! 
Aie! Aie! Aie!” 
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There was a scream, silence — then pandemonium 


It was so very alien a sound. Not for 
that reason however did it daunt any 


would-be Samaritan in the coach, but to 


the Anglo-Saxon ear it was exaggerated 
and unreal, the ready emotionalism of it 
suggested trickery and east Europe and 
Little Brotherdom, if not the Oriental 
marketplace. So no Samaritan approach 
ed Mrs. Gombov, wailing and clapping 
her forehead like an Arab in the out 
moded rolling-stock setting of red rep 
horsehair, gas fittings, spitoons. No 
body quite cared to ask her what no 
doubt trifling matter so excited her 


4 familiar voice enquired, “Charles? 


Bussey’s neighbor Chester Glossop 


ger shorts, chubby knees, eager smile 


Glossop always looked rather like 
I'weedledee stood over him 

“No, I mustn’t stay,” he objected as 
Olga made room beside her What I 


mean, oughtn't we to do something? 
Charles? What d’you think the Nature 
Girl's up to? She’s getting violent, and a 
irl 1s Opposite—pretty girl with a baby 


I was reading the labels on the girl’s bags 


too, and, Charle she’s just out from 
England 

Yes. wel I rhap we ought Charle 
Bussey answered thoughtfully All his 
teeth vlittered for a moment then on 


half of his mustache withdrew fro: 
sight: his fa twisted to a satanic mask 


then his mustache popped back out a 


his face reassembled Perhaps we 
ought,” he repeated thoughtfully This 
Wog makin nuisance of itself, no 
question girl frightened what she 
must think good Lord! Yes, should 
do something.” He rose up. Bussey gave 


a kind of knightly impression, arisin 
from his cushions 

We must protect the ladies,” agreed 
Glossop, watching him with admiration 
“What's more,” he added d’you know 
who she is? She’s Howie Mercer’s wife 

Howard's not married 

But he must be, mustn't he?’ 

Howard's not married,” repeated Bu 
Sey 

Down the corridor M Gombov wai 
ed louder yet, but for a minute the two 
men hesitated to act 


Wonder if she’s sick said Bussey 
Olga said gruffly She is sad. She i 


sad because she has set a small fire in 
the ladies’ lavatory, very likely 
The two men looked at her sharply 


She didn't offer to elaborate but con 
tinued to scowl, through their waiting 
silence, out her window 

The Slavic lamentations—grief, terro1 
whatever they represented failed to 
alarm Olga because, for one reason, the 
performance reminded her of her own 
grandmother As for the mention of fire 


(fire and dynamite were constant possi 


bilities in the Little Brother country 
this was something she'd said simply for 
effect 

Bussey's face brightened Why, Olga 
you speak Wog language. Nip over, will 
you—find out what's doing?” 

She leaned dreamily back Excuse 
me, I do not speak Wog language, Mr 
Bussey dear, | assure you of that. Oh 
no! You are so mistaken! I speak Ukrai- 
nian besides English but that is not Wog 
language or Nature-Boy language either 
and I consider it is rude to call it Hunky 
language; Uke language even Is not very 
polite in my opinion.” 

“Well, Russian. Don’t take umbrage 
at little things I say, dash it. Now hop 
along like a good scout 

She answered slowly, “So you wish 
the fat lady asked why she weeps and 
wails? All right, very good, I go, yes, 
but I do not think it matters. If there is 
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a fire, there is smoke by now; and if 
there is a bomb, what can we do any 
way? It is too late, probably; the fuse 


is lit. I do not think there is a bomb 


all the same, and I do not care to speak 
to Little Brothers either. But I go.” 

However, she made no move to go; 
instead she stalled some more. Olga had 
made it a point never to be seen in pub- 
lic with a Little Brother. She imagined 
(or she had persuaded herself, in self- 
punishment, to imagine) that the lunatic 
sect of the east shore and such relatively 
new if second-generation Canadians as 
herself, were much of a muchness to 
Blue Heron’s ranchers Blue Heron’s 
ranchers of course included the Har- 
bottles 

She was still in her seat, and had 
1 


it, and fresh objections to rescuing the 


thought up new reasons for remaining 1 


Englishwoman from her seat, when Mrs 
Gombov now let out a shriek 

It lasted just two seconds, Mrs. Gom 
bov’s shriek; and one second of pained 
silence followed Then pandemonium 
broke out—broke out late, like a de- 
layed reflex squealing coach wheels, 
violent braking, a continuoLs ngine 
whistle. The train jarred to a hai, coats 
wildly swinging on their pegs and small 
articles scattering under seats. Glossop 
staggered and Bussey swore. Mrs. Gom- 
bov barreled from her seat, teetered a 
moment before her legs caved under her 
ind passed out smack along the aisle 
her collapse unnoticed for the moment in 
the confusion Passengers everywhere 
scrambled to their feet. Outside a steam 
connection began to hiss 

Charles Bussey strode down the car 


with Glossop at his heels to introduce 


himself to the Englishwoman, to reassure 
her. His face shone in anticipation of a 
rrateful scene. Like bees to a honey 


pot the two men closed in Mrs. Mer 
er! Good Lord, he knew her husband 
So did young Chester. Well, well, a pret 
ty pass. Evidently something was wrong 
with the tracks. Or, yes, the train itself, 
but likelier the tracks. He was willing to 
bet any money the Wogs were involved 
And he bit on, his mustache and ex- 
plained about the Wogs ind stopped 
stern-faced before the plate glass pee! 
ing out 

Olga, watching him from her seat 
noted a demarcation line of light and 
shadow where sunlight caught a blue 
vein down his forehead. What caused it, 
she wondered blood pressure? Very 
likely blood pressure; however let Mrs 
Mercer worry about that, now that she'd 
lost her admirer to Mrs. Mercer 

Bussey meantime was assuring Mrs 
Mercer that to act the Samaritan to the 
prostrated mass of fat in the aisle along- 
side was in the present instance unnec 
essary, or positively dangerous they 
might do something wrong, break some 
thing. His daughter's friend Olga was 
in the car and she was a first-aid enthu- 
siast; she doubtless knew what to do. His 
personal impression was that the Wog’s 
trouble was all hysteria and nonsense 
anyway 

Olga meantime had transferred her at- 


tention to the out-of-doors in order not 


to miss anything anyone else might see 
there. Her window overlooked a mile 
of orchards and the lake, Blue Heron 
Lake, which unwound to the south, a blue 
and shimmering floor of sunlight. No 
Little Brother stragglers were to be seen 
in nearby fields: no gasoline-bottle bombs, 
helpfully labeled The Hermitage, were 
overlooked, left about. But she didn’t 
doubt Mr. Bussey was right about the 
tracks, and the Little Brothers. How else 
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Hammond Chord Organ 
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PRESENTING 
eee THE 





GENERAL MOTORS VALUE 


THE NEW FPONnTIAC is Cc 


Pontiac | hivgest surprise of any yeat the car that beat them all 


The °57 
time chang ney department of motoring. 
start of an 


3 sleek ind you'll know you're in at the 


new stvling 


} | ! 
wind-tunnel lines literally point the wav for others to follow. 


1 carioadd « 


(ld Tests 


h more than 100.000 miles of tests 


t 


rhighways. Through it all Pontiae engineers refined, 


V streets 


, . 
ected. But now the work is done... the ultimate has been achieved! 


before another sun sets. Sample in a single mile all that’s 


See and drive this new 957 Pontiac | 


been proved by more than 100.000 miles of testing! 


-AINMA DAS NUNBER 





6S Star-Studded Series tor '57 


» | econor il! Pathfinder 


} 


Pathfinder Deluxe mod: 


ra 
pra 


Laurentian Series 

il | leat t 
Chieftain . 

* The Super Chief Series is Pont 
la I st ad mdiels to 937 

Star Chief 


Flig 


() FROAD CAR! 


18 ener 


ee | 


it 


= Ee Hts een 





+ ake nee 
OO) We tity mana. 





—~r 











a 
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Corryoletely New from Power to Fersoralty 


5 Super-smooth Transmissions 
\gain in Pontiac . . . a new improved Synchro-mes! 

with Close Ratio Synchro-mesh in maximum pertorn ance 
Power Chief engines. And for effortless no-shift driving 
there’s Powerglide* in Pathfinder, Pathfinder Deluxe 


Laurentian or Strato-Flight Hydra-Matic* in 


Super Chief and Star Chief Pontiacs 


Revolutionary new 


Triplie-Turbine Turboglide!* 
Turboglide combines not one, not two, but three turbines 
into a single smoothly-flowing unit, to bring 
matic driving ease never before possil le. Enjoy 


in Pathfinder, Pathfinder Deluxe and Laurentian Serie 


Widest Choice of Engines E 


Another ‘First’ on Pontiac... 


Power Chief Fuel injection’ 


Star Flight Body Design 
H e 1 ficence that 


The “Off-the-Shoulder"”’ 
Look interior Styling 


i | 



























Krom 
Scotland 


every precious 






drop... 






Discerning hosts can 
ofier their guests no 
better drink than 
Scotch Whisky 
especially when it’s 
“Black & White”. 
This fine Seotch has 
asmooth mellow 
flavor and extra 


quality all its own. 





She Secut th tn the Blending 


‘BLACK: WHITE 


SCOTCH WHISKY 


BUCHANAN'S 


Distilled, blended 
and bottled 
in Seotland 


Available in various bottle sizes 





Scotch Whisky Distillers 


By Appointment 
> James Buchanan & Co. Ltd. 


to Her Majesty the Queen 
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bombing railroads; pr ntly Donald Har 








hott would id ti n es n tt 
Blue Heron W b la sO ion 
ould form ! V n o be x 
pected Lif on oO t i 
tion 

She gazed at lamy kets over- 
head determined! I und to 
the present. She conjured th ilded ¢ 
licues of the ceiling to be tendrils of 

veno vine of marriage ind he 
closed her eye ind summoned back the 
festival days—her own bronze medal, the 
really excellent voic from Pittsburgl 
How agree the week past how livel 
nd olortul it ngin nd dancing 
ome of the men had worn the biue 
/ a ind rlet breeche of I 
Zaporagian Cossacks tne iris wore 


peasant iresses of white threaded wit 


bright bold colors in intricate pattern 
The festival buildin had been iy with 
ribbon streamers and = creepin vines 
and yellow fields rolled out to eve 

horizon. It was Saskatchewan but it was 
the orchard of Ukraine too, the land of 
legend, the smiling land before the years 


of the Turks and Tartars, Muscovites and 
Poles 

As she'd watched Zaporagians 
Donald Harbottle had somehow got mix 
Zaporagian Don 


ald of bright-hued facings and shoulder 





ed up in it—a dazzlin 


straps, in lambskin cap and with a Cos 


sack’s whip and a habit of bending from 


his saddle and kissing her, then gallop 
ing away, laughing coarsely, cracking his 
whip 

Doctor first-aid send back 
shortly Glossop gabbled something, | 
tubby Tweedledee shape inclined down 
toward her: then he was gone And Olga 
recollected that while she daydreamed 
she also had watched a general move 
ment of her fellow passengers, who'd 
piled out of the coach on common im 
pulse Now the coach was empty 
though her ear still retained a passing 
Voice Before they mend the track 
the memory voice said, which meant that 


the tracks were breached. But then she 





knew it already Mrs. Gombov had 


| 


i announced. the tracks We 


Everyone must hi decided to walk 


c 


teady dribble of passengers from the 
yack cars passed below her w idow. He 
own car was only just emptied. As sh 


passed her window 


watched, Bussey 
Mercer child riding high on his nou 


der: then Glossop passed handi tk 
ild’s mother over a patch of mud 
Neither of the two men spared a glance 


for Olga 


Ignored—forgotten in the morning’s 


excitements! She felt a wallflower shame 


she sat doll-like on the cushions. Nothing 
stirred the length of the coach. She sat 
tense—the doll was clockwork, the main 
spring wound tight: a motionless Olg 
never suggested repose and a ninut 
pa sed before she returned to life B 


then she suddenly shifted weight, scowle< 
and said aloud Yes I agree!” 
She wriggled in her seat, and her eye 


ved over once again, and she mum 





bled, “Ladies and gentlemen, a tras 
error! Miss Olga Stepanyskaya 

bronze medalist and a certificat 
in first aid also we see here th 
patient epileptic heart 

hysteric Nurse Stepanyskaya con 
siders In the opinion of Dr. Step 


anyskaya the gold medal must go to Dr 
Stepanyskaya ; 

She strummed a moment on her bar 
dura, then laid it impatiently aside. She 
took from her neck an _ old-fashioned 


locket and inspected the scrap of news 
Humming the 


i 
ted 


paper she carried inside 
tune, Cruel is My Lover, she drif 
down the aisle carrying her bandura to 
the unconscious Mrs. Gombov ind 
locked in a brown study, her movements 
slow and dreamy, lighted on a seat arr 

Presently she slipped off her shoes, and 
rested stockinged feet on the fleshy nech 
She stared hard at the prostrated hgure 
then suddenly she bent forward and, w 
whispered to it. ur 

Donald Donald 
hear? Yo 
ire my slave, you understand? My 

No task is too low I make ou humt 


Olga Alexandrovna, you weep at my f 


crewed up c 
nd harsh It is me 


Your master speaks Yo 
t 








strummed her bandura 
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your work 
wear you down? 


WAMPOLES 
& oo 


Pssormes | PHOSPHO- 
,"\ LECITHIN 


relieves 


NERVOUS 
EXHAUSTION 


Wampole’s PuospHo-LecitHin 
brings new vitaliry...helps revive 
worn out and ragged nerves 
tones up the nervous system 
aids in immediate and sustained 
improvement. Palatable and 
pleasant. 


16 oz. bottle, $1.50 at your drug store 
HENRY K. WAMPOLE & CO. LIMITED, PE 











HYPON 


so.ust PLANT FOOD COMPLETE 


Simply dissolve ond water all your house 
plents, gorden flowers, vegetables, shrubs 
* Guaranteed by ~ 
Good Housekeeping 
a 

oor ag 


and lawn. Feeds instontly. If deoler can’t 
pply send $1 for! Ib. Mokes 100 Gols 
AYOROPONIC CHEM. CO., Copley, Ohio, U.S.A 


eovrerste ON 





4/ 


"EXPOR 


CANADA’S FINEST 
CIGARETTE 
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you cry, ‘Mercy! Mercy!’ IT spit on this 
mercy! Now I beat you, yes! 
Indeed she began to sing in a low 
voice to twanging strings 
ON crite ” er, Ivar é 
sor 
He ! spere Far 
ci ‘? 
When, after long dela tring of 
automobiles approached | 1 \ 
road, and groups of passengers returned 
for handbags he two men, excited and 
preoccupied, with one roup—Olga by M } 
then was sitting prim and aloof several 
places distant from Mrs. Gombov, who 0 e 
lay limp yet in the aisle P r 
\ Police constable appeared ome No w «al & | 7 nn § 
one had remembered the tellt hriek P 
He saluted Olga 
Yes, | know nothing,” Olga told him tone reproduction makes 
I do not understand these things 
one bit The fat lady nothi » me 
But I think, here my dut ’ 
the manual of first aid whe it i 
Never leav the patie nattended I 
have nicate in ! 1d and | 
Stay 
Quite igt n Bu hall we ¢ 
if we can ng the patie ound? 
The Little Brothers worked in dark 
ness i riou ene Na a] 1 lacted 
by them in th lark of tl morning 
The Ww Ol on the Bhi Heron branch 
line oadbed, or sor ore of them 
were In th listan anch house the 
comfortab ist quart hour oft dark 
were slep Way mut on oadbed 
all wa 1d bustl ith time pres 
ing, da ne h 1 the la 
sey hill uch re i o t don 
Here men h pick rke round and 
shoveling women de d, husbands swun 
on crowbar WI on adz daughter 
held in readiness dynamite tick OF 
length of fuse. Each toler on t oad a lot less expensive than these 
bed had hi lesignated SK 
Presently aros fk fron magnificent instruments look — and sound! 
twenty throats; the |, prised fro ‘ . 
the epe had ed o to oF | 
No need now for th lynam dar 
ou xpedient } sit It 
xplosive vere et d nd th il 
th > lir | p alo tl oO 
e heavy ork to tollow 
At a hel den wa ho 
j { I} nc } the uy lad 
Oo pro ot ’ ft a nea 
field Wi id Shovel 
( Pr | \ to h il 
as hidden cle t Iter whic 
notl h nty Broth 
ck p id k to kn 
A vo onfide n pr { 
h h of | hov j 
W 1 ] der po 
P : ‘PI VM ARCONI-ENGINEERE ' he full 
' : 1 ran ind | sul | | i 
’ oO 
[ { i i let tl | d } | \ 
vard \ i} | | ’ 
A cn | 1} ! | \ 
in | Mor , : \I j ’ 
ounds ar yund a 
' hed j 
Al } OUR | I 
Tt I | 
Oo ad | ‘ 
I \ 
po It , 
M : 
— P | 
4 j 
[ \] 
Oo W D 
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pilo nort ind irm ¢ 


not any 


ountrymen ind | 
oul tne hawked out in 
} nd oO ad hat t 
} ed ! vd l m 
it on 
th 10 ided 
Her 
Ceombov orted | h un 
( I} i ‘ 
I od I It He 
, Or 0 I I 
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he bound the 
land together 
with a belt 
of steel 


When Lord Strathcona hammered 
home the last spike in Canada’s 
transcontinental railroad, he brought 
to fulfilment the plans and dreams 
olf many men and many years 

ind established the lifeline of 

1 new nation. Comprehensive, 
long-term planning is a “must”’ for 
every man who is determined 

to fulfil his dreams—and his 

ré sponsibilities With this sort ol 
far-sighted man in mind, 

North American Life offers 

in Insurance Programming Service 


designed to make that long-term 
planning thoroughly effective 

It often enables policyholders 

to derive far more protection 
from their present insurance, 

is well as adjusting the balance 
between family protection 

ind retirement income 

We invite you to consult your 


North American Life agent 


...@ mutual company working with far-sighted Canadians for 





ather, but And a kind thing also, 
ssure you He repeated his question 
I called She ed his question 
a vision that | do—it is a good thing 
were, in versation with Mrs. Gombov 
stopped the train easy; she listened only when 
she con- \ good thing he said again 
kind thing, and it is done also 
head how it Is 
thing she These sentiments off her 
done it miled. She smiled in a par 
roguishly, the smile of a mother 
Father, asked in unmarried daughter She 
ywded trand of sticky hair from her 
of 


every great achievement 





NORTH AMERICAN 


LIFE ASSURANCE 
COMPANY 


~ 
é 


5 years 


MA 








and in her hearty fashion went on 
There is something else. My pretty Da 
fina, she is telling me, “This man, he 
such a kind man also, Mama?’ I am tel 
ng her yes. She is telling me she dream 
this man, he says, “Who is this who says 


you are my queen?” Yes his queen, ob 
erve that. Excuse me, she Is a virgin 
you understand, Dafina Vlassyevna 

1 virgin 


But the man wasn't Iistening 


eemed preoccupied with the train and 
its Passengers 


yes Lots of people 


Train? Tra 
Lots of people. yes She was about i 
esume on the subject of her daughte 
when he asked whether she chanced to 
know the Little Brother called Eudoxia 
Yefimovna Ewanochka 

Mrs. Gombov said a trace mpatiently 
Eudoxia Yefimovna, yes, she is know! 
to me, yes. Dafina Vlassyevna speaks 
with her, yes, and I speak with her. yes 

This girl is on the train also?” the 
Little Father asked carelessly 

Mrs. Gombov’s eyes narrowed She 
i yes Ach, no! I cannot remember 


But I can remember perhaps 


Yes? 

I remember 

Yes? 

I cannot remember, yes.’ 

Excuse me, but you remember he 
aid patiently She has this broken le 
perhaps? 

It is broken, yes fie-e-e, what 
do you care?” she wailed. Her bosom 
worked I hese people with the broken 


necks too——what if she is one of thes 
people too? What then? Do you care, per 
haps? Do you care about every pretty 
girl in the world, perhaps? What are 
these questions about this bitch, this 
Eudoxia Yefimovna?’ Suddenly — she 
shrieked Oi! Pig! Oj! Bandit! He 
saves her! So! But how can he know 
she is on the train even?” 

He jumped to his feet and shouted 
Next you are telling me her head 1 
broken!’ 

It is broken, yes 

Marfa Nikolaevna you are sayl 
that? Now you are breaking her head 
yes? 

She arose to her feet | am breaking 
it, yes!” She waved her arms. “Broken 
head, broken legs, arras, how do | know? 
All these people lying about ill 


blood the screams, yes! yes! How do 


+} 


I know if this bitch, this Eudoxia, is one 
of these people, underneath other people 
perhaps? I do not look 

And she thought: this Eudoxia. I fix 
this Eudoxia Yefimovna. Perhaps God 
is telling me to burn up her house. Are 


I fix her, yes! yes 


Olga meantime supposed Mrs. Gombov 
to be in sail The two rode the same 
ambulance to town; then when Olga got 
off, in the main street, she reflected that 
by this means she severed the chance and 


embarrassing association ‘Yes, that is 
plain to me,” Olga had thought And 
now she must go to jail.” And over the 


week end when her mind reverted to he 
Saturday she thought, “Now she is in 
jail, yes, good riddance, yes, true. Or 
perhaps hospital 

Monday she had forgotten her. It was 
Olga’s shopping morning, and she set 
off early. She moved dreamily along the 
pavement. She paused before Kazak’s 
glanced inside—and instantly recoiled. It 
was peeping from the store at her, the 
familiar moon of a face, there one mo 
ment, gone the next. Mrs. Gombov in 
Kazak’s! Olga could almost but not quite 
persuade herself she fancied it as she 
hurried past, hurried on to Bester-Des- 
mond, the butcher 


The pavement was crowded, for the 
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police had called in boatloads of scowl- there above stood Mrs Gomboyv she some seconds passed n ence t do not co ] 





ing Little Brothers to question, then con- must have followed her in she unbosomed Olga Alexandrs l H eart tl broke « 
sulting precedent, released them all for Away, away!” Olga snapped, and rang miassiges she announced o She'd psed Do H 
lack of evidence Tapleytown’s classic pointedly she used English Go off, do ising English Dafina Vlassyev peak I park. B ch 
recourse. Olga nodded across the road not haunt me. You ought to be in jail Liddle Farder she vand., yi Fard od fe De 
to Mrs. Glossop, Chester’s mother, then Mrs. Gombov waddled round the end 10! Eudoxia Yefimovna, y | 
to a Mrs. Pawlenko. She returned with of the park bench and sank beside her 10d, no! no! Eudox Ye ) 
interest the numerous scowls of passing breathing noisily I speak nod, no! no! Priddy Dat \ t ‘ 0 
Brothers After a numbed moment, Olga ex ind also yas, Eudoxia vand |} | tend ffex H 

At Bester-Desmond’s she surprised her ploded Very good, then I go She Little Fard od vand ! m : 
friend Lucy. Bussey’s daughter these days snatched up her shopping and had half Fat lad we have not met ev ck at M Gombo ' 
was giving a woman-shopper perform risen when an arm like a round of beef xclaimed O wrathf B { » a 
ince modeled on Tapleytown’s solider on her shoulder forced her back down wha this to m And if vo “ to talk 
matrons, principally Mrs. Harbottle. Ol The Little Brother was win 10 R ‘ | | | Oo \ | | 


ga just managed to catch the latest effect 





1 faint preoccupied smile—before i 
was spoiled by a broad grin Fs 

“Well, hello!” Lucy briskly discarded 
middle age, and, Olga’s twin in years 
igain, she tugged her across to the far 
corner of the store where two might com 
fortably talk both at once 

Soon the bronze medal was mentioned 
offhandedly, then, soon after, certain imi 
tations were acted out by Olga to the 
accompaniment of snorts of pleasure 
from Lucy. Next—for Olga shared Lu 
cy’s secrets, or enough of them to bring 
this up—Olga mentioned the English wife 
of the train journey, Mrs. Mercer 

Lucy. laughing at Daddy and his 
Wogs,” abruptly stopped laughing 1 
wife! She knew nothing of this; she was 
thunderstruck. Howard a married man 
it sounded fantastic So like him 
though,” she said slowly. “He _ spoils 
everything. I suppose she’s impossible? 

“She looks nice. She has a little girl 
of two.” 

‘My God.” 

“Poor Lucy. But now you must re- 
cover from this—this terrible love.” 

Lucy frowned at the sawdust. “Yes 
I wonder if I can. Could you recover 
from Donald?” 

“Oh, Donald is different: it Is not pos- 
sible to recover from Donald, no, but 
Donald is not married, Lucy. Besides, 
Donald is not bad like Howard. Well, 
possibly sometimes he is not perfect 





either All the same I think Don- 
ald is ideal,” she ended thoughtfully 

Her friend laughed Okay, you like A native Canadian desi hainted Irt/ Price f he pulp and ft j i ma} knot, 
him a French Canadian fash “e , e 

Olga said dreamily Very good, you 


are blind to him—then how I like you 
for that.” 


“Youve welcome to hen” From Skill with Wood 


girls beamed at each other C ircum- 
stances favored their triendship. As they 
were both well aware, Donald much ad 


mired Lucy, while she remained indiffer- 





a ‘ 
ent to him; both girls considered Lucy’s I urning wood pulp a al CMplo I 
| } 
indifference a great consolation, and a 
r: ies r) ryreoote ? er tl +} 

bond. Olga was constantly reminding trade a }? ' ! <l ‘ 
Lucy of Lucy’s sentiment of indifference, oe sae | ; 

, naustria Vayve 1 (anadaa l l \ | ft l 
exclaiming with fervor, not to say anxi- 
et > 1 neve let > ' ! ] q 
ety, “We will never let any stupid man the land. The industrwv ha , al ina 
spoil our friendship, no!” On her side 
Lucy too sometimes went out of her way and thos in it enjoy a go tandal I 
to marvel aloud at her indifference to : 
Donald’s charms, for there was keen Also, by spending more than Pi dillon a i! Lana 
Pleasure to be taken. listening to the 

° ? ) er nNro | t PF t 

grateful Olga’s protestations and pape t . HO : ‘ . 

[The two made ‘ir purchases, then . ¢ . . 

1¢ two made their purchase In fact, he sk . f pulp and paper peo] nerate , if 

out on the pavement parted company , 
Lucy turned home, her manner thought eight dollars of the income of every Cana ’ 


ful. Olga made for the lakeside park 
where, perching on a bench, she thought 
with pleasure of Mrs. Mercer To Olga 
product of strictest upbringing, Lucy’s 





affair with Howard Mercer, the Harbottle 
hired hand, had been more than a little j) 


) | ' 

unseiting utp «& Paper Inpusrey of CUANADA | 

She sat watching the lake. She had 
really come to the park to think about 
Donald Harbottle, and she was picturing 
him in the character of an Oriental des 
pot, bejeweled, cruel-mustached, when 
someone behind her touched her shoul 


ler. She craned round. To her chagrin 


THE INDI TRY OF MO VALUI ro CA? D 
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They knew Mercer had a secret wife. “A cad, a 
rotten cad,’’ growled Bussey, ‘‘and very likable”’ 


buys house beside yours. Eudoxia come Yes, we must arrange something. | won 
also and Little Father visits also. You der what we're doing Saturday?’ 
tell the Little Father, "Go back, you Olga’s face lit with rapture. “Oh thank 
want pretty Dafina Vlassyevna you, dear Mrs. Harbottle! I shall be 
daughter yes You tell there!’ 

Good morning! Yes—it would be very nice mut 

Good morning, Mrs. Harbottle Ol mured the mother, a little startled This 
ta moaned Saturday, then 

How peculiarly they looked at her And you might bring along Lucy 
She turned on Mrs. Gombov with fury will you?” added Donald. signaling with 
Off! Away! I refuse to talk—you are his pipe that this was important 
mad. A case for the police! Besides, I Madge. what is going on?” asked her 
do not know you, even. We are not in mother 
troduced, anyway. I never speak Rus Madge had cut herself a switch with 
sian, what is more. Not to jailbirds, at her pocketknife Legs straddled. she 
any rate. Go back to your own people stood thwacking heads off a park bed of 
in my opinion they are not our people wallflowers All this mushy talk she 
Mrs. Harbottle’s or mine either. Oh, | said fercels Lovey-dovey stuff. Makes 
am very upset, dear Mrs. Harbottle 

Why. Olga 

Please, no, | am too ashamed.” She 


me vom 

You take my point. Mother?” en 
quired Donald in a mild voice. “What 
turned her face away . —* 
sort of word is vom A hangover from 
Mrs. Gombov had opened her eyes , 

Girton, I'll be bound. The Girton vocab 

ulary is notorious 

‘Don't be absurd, Donald dear,” said 


Mrs Harbottle — placidly Everyone 


ind now she arose, heavily, and ignoring 
the newcomers she said everything over 
again. She said it in Russian, and Olga 


without thinking, accommodated herself . it 
knows Girton is a stage of life t 


works out of one’s system gradually 
Madge is only eighteen. Why, tf we 


hadn't had the sort of thing she gives us, 


to her 
Pig,” she answered in her low regis 
ter, “bandit, | hate you. Be off! This 


is my last word.” , 
it would have been all crooners, dates 


The Harbottles their ears cocked ; 
with boys at fourteen, unwanted babies 


Olga thought—turned polite faces to the 


at fifteen, heaven knows what not. We 
landscape. And then her tormentor wad 


must hurry, we'll all be late for lunch 
died away, and Mrs. Harbottle came to . ; 
Do stop that, Madge 

After the exchange of further pleasan- 

tries. mother and son moved off. Madge 


the rescue 

I was about to say, what a magnifi 
cent outburst, Olga.” she said You have 
F was evidently unready to accompany 
talent. you should go to London. Olga 


them: she thwacked away a little longer 
Stepanyskaya in The Constant Nymph : 


' at the spring flowers. Then abruptly she 
I can see it 

You mock me.” 

Indeed | don’t, child 1 adore the 


theatre I was meant for ballet my 


wheeled about 

Name's Olga Something-or-other 
she demanded, staring hard 

Olga Stepanyskaya, ves 

Jou a Brother?’ 

What! How can you possibly think 
that!” 

That absolutely imposs Nature Girl 


self 

Her children hooted: Mrs. Harbottle 
was a Stately, greying matron in pince 
nez. She said indulgently, “Now, children 
I was a mere slip of a girl vou know | 


She is a stranger, the fat lady 


vil 
> 


Care for hockey 
1? No. not hockey 


Care to go Camping some week 


Marjorie responded with a flash 
spectacles and teeth. “Oh Mummy 
rinned You are ridic! Madge 


| { 


bonfir moonlight, sleep under 
an old Girton girl of an age with , = : ” rr , 


I—I'm not sure 
Great fun—cripes! Got 


Have I? | have i de 


but with a dream life populated by 

splendid Head Gurls, not brutal Asians 
Now, Madge, don’t be coltist chid 

ed Donald Who was the old | 
Looked to me like an emi 

Ihe Hermitage 


" 
This was so close 


Luc 


The Bussey kid? 
Yes 


' trutt ende Green eyes care 
Olva speechless Fortunate! Mr 3 I do not consider 


oO 


xottle had a rebuke to t off ves. I ca 


Donald, | won't have Mads 


to De youn to one 


you under 





wea 


for Christmas 


ae 


fywe Y 


... LUGGAGE 


2 Way to Agate be aT 


~ 


For giving or receiving. Fashion right, travel light, 
Skyway carries the most in the least. For women, 
seven flattering colors in twelve attractive shapes. 
For men, three colors, four shapes. At better 
stores throughout Canada 
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Seagram's 
V.O. 


CANADIAN WHISKY 








o f 
onoured the Worled Cre, 


Give Seagram's 
and be Wt 








Handsome is as handsome does- 


You may not be the movie idol type, but one thing is sure... 
you'll be as handsome as possible when you wear an Arrow Dart. 
This famous non-wilt collar is as crisp and fresh-looking at the 
end of the day as it is first thing in the morning. ¢ ord-edge 
stitching on collar and cuffs. Made from extra-strong fabric for 
long wear. And fine Arrow tailoring assures a shirt that fits all 
over —plenty of room at the shoulders, and across the back—no 
blousing at the waist. Sanforized-labelled. $5.00, In imported 
English fabric, Dorset, $7.50. Arrow Tie $2.00. 


| ARROW — White Shirts 


first in fashion 
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The room was cluttered, Marcelyn half-dressed. It was too much for Bussey 


over the fence of their dog runs; they 
looked down on a wriggling mass ol 
spaniel puppies yearning toward them, 
eagerly whining, arching bellies against 
the mesh and overtoppling. He was cool- 
‘ng down: he had come outdoors to cool 
down. He had been foolish and violent 
indoors. He had thrown a cactus plant 
across the living room, he had scuffled 
with Marcelyn, he had frightened both 
his women. 

He had had a very full morning. The 
singular behavior of Mrs. Gombov on 
the train had not in itself much roused 
Bussey. who was, after all, an old Holly 
wood hand; yet as the morning journey's 
excitements piled up, the Oriental lamen- 
tations, the victimized Mrs. Mercer, the 
jarring halt, the Brothers’ handiwork, 
neither had he quite kept his head. The 
victimized Mrs. Mercer! What must she 
think! What had touched him closest was 
the spectacle of a girl fresh from Eng 
land, reasonably attractive and gently 
reared, harassed by some _ outlandish 
bumpkin 

The train had halted fifteen feet short 
of disaster; when he'd foregathered with 
fellow passengers along the roadbed he 
felt a strange elation, and bit on his mus- 
tache. Handing over the child to its 
mother, he felt protective emotion welling 
up: he had longed to give physical ex 
pression to it 

No new alarms had materialized. The 
idle passengers stood about gossiping 
Bussey resolved to ride to town with Mrs. 
Mercer and conveniently to forget Olga 
Stepanyskaya as he collected his bag and 
Judy, the spaniel, and hurried back to 
the automobiles 

He rode with his bitch in front, how- 
ever, for Chester Glossop had anticipat- 
ed him; the latter was already settled in 
back with Mrs. Mercer, the child between 
them, its continuing interest in downy 
knees checking Glossop’s gallantry 

But he prattled away; Glossop was a 
local patriot. “There’s Scout Hall. 
Kazak’s store. Can't get over you as 
Howie's wife. The first war memorial. 
Desmond Bester-Desmond’s Meats. An- 
glican church, Greek church. The park— 
see the lake through the trees?—pretty, 
isn’t it. Pretty as Howie's wife.” 

Bussey too was curious about the un- 
suspected marriage but because some- 
thing was painfully lacking about Glos- 
sop he couldn't bring himself to the 
point of polite enquiry here, in the car. 


MACLEAN’S MAGAZINE 


They left town behind. Shaking along 
the washboard, swerving from the pot 
holes they skirted flowering orchards. The 
car pulled up beyond the Harbottles’; 
there was a barred gate, a break, a mail 
box. 

The girl declined help, made her way 
up the path with the child and the suit 
case. She was a well-bred girl and Bus 
sey wondered at the disillusionments 
ahead. In imagination he saw the dirt 
yard, the pit of cans and smashed liquor 
bottles, the shabby homestead and the 
Mercers, father and son. Last time he'd 
looked in, Howard Mercer was comfort 
ably sprawled on the big iron bed in 
the principal room. He was squinting 
at a dark corner. Bussey, unnoticed in 
the doorway, squinted too. He saw a 
heavy chest and on it, five feet above the 
ground, a blue-jeaned twenty-year-old he 
didn’t recognize. Her shoulders hunched 
and the back of her head pressed the 
ceiling. 

“Go ahead, Fan, jump.” 

The girl, Fan, stared at Mercer, sum 
moned courage, then jumped. She went 
down on bent knees and rolled over and 
lay still on her back. She said tightly 
“I'm all right.” Lying there head fore 
most she gave Bussey a long, upside-down 
stare over the pinnacle of her eyebrows 
She'd clear brown eyes and from the 
unusual angle they seemed disembodied. 
She sat up and shrilled, “Go away! 
Howie, who's this snoop?” 

Mercer winked. Tactfully Bussey with 
drew 

That was the Howard Mercer of Bus- 
sey’s acquaintance—too attractive, too 
available for his daughter’s good. Bussey 
watched Mrs. Mercer with her small 
daughter disappear at the turn of the 
path. He fel* curiosity and pity; then rec- 
ollecting Lucy he felt relief. 

Up the road the automobile dropped 
Glossop at his mother’s. The neighbor- 
ing orchard was Bussey’s—Bussey was 
its lessee. At his gate he freed Judy, 
followed up the driveway 

He breathed in deeply—the air smelled 
of the Dutch clover. It was well enough, 
he thought, but Los Angeles smelled 
better. Around him his orchard trees were 
dusted-green and papery, and in the blue 
overhead the sun lay becalmed. His spirit 
felt at ease, and when he saw _ his 
daughter, curlers in her hair, reading a 
book in the veranda sun, he was moved 
to tenderness. 
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7 Dadd rambler rose. Neither Marcelyn nor he ‘Lord! Perhaps she is still.” 
He } { ) 1. “Reading a was cool and ironical; it seemed unnatu- Did she say if she won a gold medal 
orning! Why ral in a girl Lucy Skimpy flesh and thing? 
h tH tt 4 freckles, a wide mouth and a mauve She won a bronze medal thing. Some 
M shade of lipstick, that was Thelma, that filly from Pittsburgh nosed her out the 
i } holeso i He nodded was Lucy. No sex appeal. He pinched final stretch. Olga pounded in second 
"4 A I [ harm of retarded the life from a white-green aphid; he Dare say it was fixed. By heaven, if I 
Oo mal etter-class na ighed was the jockey! 
Mother's up Don’t be disgusting, Daddy darling.” 
‘ NOCKCY iptain He glared about him; the longer he I'll be what I bloody please to be 
, ) could potter round, the longer before he dear.” 
I m, without needed face Marcelyn. He strode over to Lucy arched her brows and returned 
ther over again, too coo test a loose support in the railing to her reading, two little folds appearing 
t t th Was Ol on the train? between her eyes by way of comment 
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Her father sighed again. He went in 
doors. 
Young 
who saw 
thing, would 
meet him at 
a wild man. The moment the screen door 
flapped, it was as if the weather changed 
squalls threatened and under the hori 
clouds swiftly gathered 
dim hallway but 


was too 


whom he doted and 
in him a dotard, a 
have been astonished to 


where he 


girls on 
gentle old 


home could be 


zon black storm 
He peered about in the 
he noticed nothing, the passage 
corridor of prison 
prison was feminine: hairpins lived in his 
lipstick found on 
and 
for a yea! lip prints decora 
ed the hall wallpaper over the telephone 
did they get there? Why didn’t they 


familiar, a Bussey 


shaving bowl was 


toothbrush tumblers sherry glasses 


he'd noticed 
(How 


Marcelyn in peignoir and slippers sat 
before the 
streamed a serial play and 


scent. The 


moonstruck radio from whicl 


organ music 


j 


like cheap room was dis 


ordered 


He kissed her briefly: her nail file paus 


ed a moment in its busy work by wa 
of acknowledgment. Marcelyn was better 
than forty and a work of art; she could 


have passed for her stepdaughter’s sister 
How litter 


told her, 


much did the bring? she 


know, and he first 
twenty-five percent. His tone 
he itched for argument 
klog of grie\ 


wanted to 
subtracting 
was provoking; 


he had an enormous bac 


ances, and the nail file, the lip prints, the 
bobby pins, the studio organ and _ this 
slippered ease between them drove him 
to fury, part of it reflexive, part se 


extricated his account of 


He stood planted above 


induced. She 
the business trip 


her, a bristling figure, when he felt a 
fluttering in the veins of his wrists and 
neck: then hé knew he was going to 


knock over her worktable, the beauty kit 
breakfast tray and the 
He had 


crashing 


rest in a minute 


once sent loaded dinner table 


through doors; he was 
He checked his impulse to 
sensing that his act 
needed a buildup 

Absently he began noting the crockery 
one part of his mind calculating the 
coming paroxysm. One small 
always stayed cool; prudence 
tempered his rages. When once or twice 
before he had struck out at Marcelyn 
his mind had steered his fist 
hairline 
show and an 


swing 
very strong 
immediate mischief, 


of violence 


cos! 
of his part 


of his mind 


one part ot 
where a bruise won't 


charge is harder to 


above the 
assault 
sustain 

‘And the pet 
that?” 

His reply 
He began to enjoy himself; 
that this might have 
him, except, unless he perform some male 
act of destruction, Marcelyn’s apprehen 
sion wasn’t so readily to be 
the future; he safeguard her 
future 

His glance lit on the plant: 
teeth found his mustache and he 
stiff hair between incisors with savag 
pleasure. As he snatched up the china pot 
that held the cactus and dashed it against 
the brick fireplace, he cried out in a 
choked voice above the break 
age, “I won't stand it!’ 

Marcelyn 
her expression half fright, 
tried to pummel his face with her fists 
but he clutched her them 
The two stood there breathing hard 
screwed up, 


He had 


shops? Mustn’t I know 


was a bellow. She quailed 
indeed so 


much so satisfied 


roused in 


needed to 





cactus 


rolled 


clatter of 


and ran at him 
half fury. She 


screamed 


wrists and held 
fast 
close together 
scene The pres 
sures inside eased up He broke 
off and flung from the room, Marcelyn’s 
hysterical abuse following him out 
What had happened to the love wom- 


eyes Traces 
created his 


once 


en once stood ready to lavish on him? 
Why was he here? 

Sadly he made for the kennels and 
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stared down at his spaniels with their 
big wet eyes 
Then when Lucy joined him by the 


dog runs his hand was steady again, his 
Father 
now one, 


voice level; he had cooled down 


and daughter hung over the rail 


now the other absently dipping an arm 
in the cauldron of pups below 
Lucy, my dear,” he said, staring 


ahead, one bristling eyebrow reared, hi 


long-view expression. Its significance she 


knew: he wanted to break to her gently 
some bad news, but there was, as there 
ilways was, something—his own derelic- 
tions? a nervy forbidding air about her? 


frank 


manage in a 


Just the 
rambling 


to prevent speaking 


same he did way 


to say his say, telling of the surprise ap 





pearance of the Mrs Mercer and the 
infant hed encountered that morning 
What he really told h she imagined 
was that he'd guessed her secret; but if 


she prefer, she was to take his hesitations 


for an apology for the tantrums of ten 
ninutes back 
She _ listened 


thought, yes, trust Howard to spoil it 


and she 
She 


impassively 


puppy to watch while het 
But he briskly 
matizing her (rotten 
likable) to the 
She murmured an ex- 
} 


eturned to the house 


singled out one 


father talked on worked 


round from st! lover 


id and very subject of 
worming powder! 
and slowly 
and Marcelyn 
With her back to him het 
didn't alter she had a 


bad without 


cuse 


expression 
capacity to ib- 
fuss; upbringing 


sorb news 


had conditioned her. Howard was a mar- 
thought 
f 


whether her life 


ried man, she she crossed the 


veranda wondering 


promised to repeat her turbulent father's 


all waste, all lopsided, idiotic love; but 
she rejected the idea 

‘Daddy’s always in a flap. No were 
not at all alike 

Marcelyn, when Lucy came in, was 


hunched in a deep chair, her peignoir 


tightly drawn about her shoulders. She 
contemplated the ravished cactus with the 
disagreeably surprised face of a puppy 


lasting soap 
This is the end,” she announced in the 


idiom of domestic drama. “Darling, we're 





leaving forever. Change your dress.’ 
The distraction was well timed; Lucy 
leaned gratefully against the door jamb, 


The day was 


flight 


remembering other partings 
Marcelyn 
The ritual of flight was firmly established 


made when resolved on 


spree, matinee, expensive 


Mar- 
Then 


shopping 


lunch and tea, air of conspiracy 


celyn all generosity and affection 


with the money exhausted, a tacitly as 


sumed change of heart, and poor wicked 


Charles allowed another opportunity to 
redeem himself 
Oh, Mother! Ill wear my) 


Smart in 


new coat.” 


their spring clothes the two 


conspirators slipped from the disordered 


house by a side door There was nice 
time to look at hats at the modiste’s be 
fore tea. Should Bussey suffer a money 


e the remainder of the month, all 


the better 


hortag 


The outing followed time-sanctioned 
ines. They shopped; extravagance seem 
ed a solemn duty after the way Bussey 
explained Tapleytown to them We're 
living here he said gloomily to save 
money They sat, back to back, bleakly 
peering in mirrors at impossible hats 
while Marcelyn reviewed ancient history 


Bussey had once promised marriage 
But never trust any man, darling. When 
he shows you his papers take them to a 
good lawyer She snorted Divorce 
Papers could scarcely be more mislead 
ng about a man’s intentions than good 
eyelashes 

Seems to me, Mummy, ‘men don't 
mention they're already married 


“Assume it, dear. Weak men always 
marry And what men aren't weak? 
Those rough diamonds with their sport 
ing goods, tool sets—toys, darling, just 


toys to 
That's 


impress on you 


how they mean you t 


believe me, it’s just playacting 


they're 


he-men 


© tell, but 


the coun 


trys full of children in men’s bodies 
In Europe, if the air serials were to be 
credited, men were nasty jobs, too l 
often feel Charles thinks he’s Hungari 


or something 
These hats 


cis 


a great hand-kisser 


style, don't you feel 


CWarles would have 


have tea 
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I'm meant to drop in yo 


she pedaled along she heard a cracklin 
in the tangled break ahead and his fam 
iliar form stepped to the road, an owlish 
expression on his face 





in antique rifle in hand. He leveled the 
barrel 

All right, Lucy. Talk fast 

She dragged to 


turned gangster, Howard? 

Faster 

Not a very good gangster, | think 
you're having trouble with the sights 
This is my heart, this side. But you're 
guite off: its a shotgun 

He lowered the gun and strolled up 
Hello, Lucy. It's not a shotgun, it’s 


pollination gun—it fertilizes. This is old 
home week for Howie 

The bees don’t mind’? 

I've been shooting up the orchard 
It's fun. I saw your bicycle pass every 
hour on the hour 

“Oh nonsense.” She laughed nervously 

‘No?” 

You think I think only one thing 
You think every girl in the Blue Heron 
thinks only one thing.’ 

He heard this out with courteous atten 
tion and encouraging nods. He said 
Don's away to lunch. Come on into the 
orchard.” 

I'm going to Olga’s, Howie 

Come into the orchard.” 

Really | am.” 

‘Olga can wait.’ 


I don’t think I'd bette 


I won't argue here He turned and 
walked off: she watched his trim, tight 


trousered outline. Ditching her machine 
she followed meekly through the break 
In the orchard he leaned the gun against 


a wheel of the tractor there and threw 


himself in the clover beside a half-eaten 
lunch. He lay on his back. For the first 
time he smiled at her: the smile said 
Now you may It stung her ill this 


was too easy 

You're very sure of yourself. | p- 
pose I'm meant to drop into your arms? 

Suit vourself. Here | am There you 
are He never allowed her any pride 
never had. Because she needed to be 
romantic about him he was elaborately 
matter-of-Tact He took a sandwich in 


one hand, his thermos in the other; .he 
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ked | Suit) yourself id Howard 


, ; ' 
put half a sandwich in his mouth and 


poured in a little hot tea; he chewed with 
exaggerated gusto. This too was part ol 
the anti-romantic pose, and his eyes 
twinkled and mocked her above the teeth 
ind sodden bread 

Been disking too, Howie?” 

Changing the subject? he asked 
thickly,” spurting out a stream of crumbs 
ind recovering some 


You can't offend me, darling, not by 


id manners, however hard you tr 
Yes dear 
You re st a small boy trying to 


shock Nurse 


Yes dear. Changing the subject 


It had not changed: she must aw 


and perhaps then be rebuked for obses 
sion with sex 

She sat beside his drawn-up knees, and 
his mocking boy’s face, the memory of 
other afternoons, and the present s 
Sawing uncertainty so oppressed her she 


couldn't breathe naturally 

I can read every thought you have, 
Lucy He lay back again, watching her 
the Dutch clover of the cover crop cush 
ioning his dark head with its heavy mas 
culine chin, his outflung arms 

She shook her head About the sand 
wiches she said 


All right. Back to the sandwiches 





1 mean about shocking me and spit 
ting out crumbs. | was trying to say you 
waste the lunch your wife took such 
pains over 

He watched her with curiosity That's 
all right. she loves me 

| should hope so 

So we know about the wife he said 
reflectively 

Yes Howard 

What a funny way to tel! it. Charlie 
Bussey’s daughter what a I 
lighter inside than a seven-day clock 
Nervous like a peahen Sings lik 
violin for me He shifted on his elbow 
and went on quietly Did vou know I 

is poison, Lucy? 

Joke.” 

No, I'm rotten His mouth twitched 


From honest feeling to pose; th 





cess was irresistible in him: Lucy watch 


ed his chin push out. The brutish ch 


rted n vis > s ] } 
imparted an ugly-duckling charm and sh 
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; 

we had only seconds to make our get-away 
i ental — 
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5 Tom’s narrow escape « illed 


a celebration,'and at the Hochha 


in Innsbruck we found the perfer 





inswer Canadian Club 

shier who 1v nd avalanche 

the Alps attract sportsmen from 

over the world Phe one I met 
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It's the distinetive tial 
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f ’ motion. St hat he means them. Anyway a man who today, incidentally said Lucy, rising does she?” sympathized Donald from 
th art rcling hi talks like that is a weakling really. An At the wall phone under the lip prints canvas cushion, not lifting his eyes. “Do 
| h nd hara irl in knickerbockers 1s made of sterne she said, “Oh, I haven't ridden a horse you love her very much? 
planned, earlier tuff. She love ind loves and hangs of for yedrs, Madge Oh, isn't that the She snorted ‘Not my chum Your 
of imaginary ind hangs on, and in the end it change rame where one drowns one’s opponent? chum. The Bussey girl—green eyes, filthy 
the man haracter and he’s putty tn her I don’t care. water polo is out. No, tell lipstick, lovey-dovey with Howard.’ 
| | iptly | mm ibout her, hand your mother we're invited to tea He offered no comment 
He How | wish Donald had a character At the Harbottles’, Madge sought out She shuffled her feet. “She’s bringing 
ee H What about Helen? to change! But he is already perfect her brother, who was reading Trollope in that Olga Something-or-othe1 
. What he like Of course Madge ts tougher than any the terrace sun, a bottle of beer at his Madge, please. do go away, you're 
Prett thing in Knickerbockers side. “Chum’s coming to tea,” she com raising a dust. The stuff always settles in 
1) ‘ her Well, she is strange to me. I believe plained, standing over him. “Won't ride one’s wrinkles, don’t you find? Makes 
‘ he does not care for green eyes, Lucy.” won't sail, won't play. Just sit and jaw one look a hundred 
| Ml Lucky me. I think I'll phone her about Doesn't sound as though she'll do She kicked his pillow And Mummy 
y H twinkled Go on. I like ae 
tionnal ! ke to be a centre of 
¥ } ould vot 100 lo i 
H ooked Wil I'm married to 
; H ind | play bout with you if S > st 4 = a he } arr 
. I'd married you Id { with Helen may your Wis Mas J Nn e Ys 
aT A. x 
That isnt i “A larlin ! 2 
) ted ie 
Well Helen. She i ood l a as ig © ~~ 
e sity. Everything abou Vour |New Year Tull O appiness 
, | | } ind she tr o hard not AY 
| fu 
wv Heler 
| h ) 
VM } ’ Ok ye k to En 
‘ oO ! 
hey one meant to vo back to those 
t rn nd cori 
You nu ) had wo ly i 
_ j T | on, He 1 You ce rted 
| ook like kk ni 
And no 
1 don't plan any han He 
led he with mocking affection 
b SI nade an effort and uid | dont 
k I nt to | ho vreckel 
‘ ‘ Deo oO Y mt H Vatcl 
th word ink n. HH ud softly 
Nothin Wwe’ { in lifferes Lu 
Vhat hi ! ’ AnOW 
It was th o f hi 7 i told 
If () lite too hort or th 
of nobill OO sleet Smiling witl 
t knowing il he d into his face 
} yula iwl yw SI reached out 
hands to take hi It was his clea 
tory 
h felt WUE immediately \ 
inge part of Merce hold on her 
ination involved the mall girl in 
omething had been lost along the 
ind in the omtort of stron irmys 
Ihe aw smelled of clove In some re 
' ote corner of her brain a single thought 
ently formed ttself, lazily ilive 
nal tongue wobbling in a pull of au 
thor t that now shed reached 
yindary. Nothing was beyond it 
il 
Then Olga dropped by, Marcelyn tn 
W peignou was driftin back and 
orth between the dusty cluttered rooms 
Pausin before the radio she pointed to 
tha tacked high with film izines 
Make ou i O77) deal ne said 
J push tho to the floor and Ull fird 
mu th Br kfast Sat es Clul 
(5 n five minu l lled 
mm tf bathroom 
Wh lucy came out the two friends 
i 0 th \ inda Steps, chattin in the 
2 tl er the satin \ nigh 
¥ orrible drinks or an afternoon splash 
F out the lake in Madge’s catboat? 
¥ hepe it is neither 
k Madge. Do you know. How 
* to ruin Madge one day? He's 
() he said his great ambition 
rl wearing knickerbockers 
poiled it was that, secretly 
- wearers itch to be ruined 
things, OL. | don't know a 
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sayS please shave today SI bounded said, a pipe-in-hand ge Y " v 
off apologies If we want ythir vt ) u ‘P B 
Donald was fair and just twenty-one ous we'll hunt up Madge thoug! M 
and not much grew yet for his razor, so It must be lovely st sitt he lo c ound N 
the unkind werds misled if they implied So they sat in deck chairs, sta oO , Now |! N \ 
torpor; indeed had it not been contrar over the lake, Lucy ize travel hapy 
to the spirit of the thing he himself might the far-off Mercer homestead Go LX 
have explained he was phlegmatic. He ist soon, Donald she asked Wi 
was slightly built, not tall. not short, and Fortnight Donald p ynd SI ow p 7 1) ‘ 
with long heavy cheeks, for all the fami nonths of | year a ricult Do t 
looked horsey ege lal yu ° 
In accordance with his private religior Madge bounded up and stoox Kl Follow oO . ) 
he greeted the two guests calmly wher over Olga Jo Know m nout ! ) n 
they arrived. “Nothing is planned,” he pecs ver hapy B H " 
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Vall ind Girton ven the 

dy Uncle Fred. Her gaze swept over 

I ns falling away, over dwart tree 
a spl t hed ind rockery to fruit 
orchards below; and for a minute she 
iw herself another Mrs. Harbettle, im 
pulsive and kindly, ensconced behind 
tl same silver tea thing ind then 


beside her she saw Donald, a wonder 


full prese ved filt hot-blooded like a 
Co ick too 

Come ick to u | Lucy was 
peakin 

| was dreaming. | am sorry 


Madge wondered if you cared to see 
her dragonflies 

They re ibsolutely wiz, Olga. Do 
ome 

Ihe two went indoors 

Madge ry playroom upstairs bore 
evidence of a strenuous and full life 


Olga gazed at its silver trophies and at a 


home-fashioned Girton pennant it re- 
tired cricket bats and retired hockey 
stich at horse pictures, dog pictures, 
pictures of Brownies, school hockey 
teams, anonymous Girton heroines. The 


Little Princesses, Joan of Arc and Lady 
Baden-Powell. Pride of place went, she 
aw, to the dragonfly display cabinets 
that stood hedged about with collector 
paraphernalia, cork presses, tins, butter 
fly nets, poison bottles 


' 


Madge clumped across the playroom, 


pulled out drawers. The mounts gave off 
i faint ammonia smell 

That violet one.” she explained 
Caught it on Daddy’s sleeve. Caught 
one once in Great-auntie’s hair. This' one 
is a gift from Betty Brock—to seal a com- 
pact Jever know Betty? Used to adore 


Betty. Used to be absolutely w 


ragging 
with Betty in dorm after lights-out. Fun 
with the poison bottle—cr-cr-IPES!’ 

You keep a_ poison bottle in this 
place, this school?’ 


Snothing,” she chuckled. “Used to 


Keep tamed magpie in dorm It oon 
ind darlingest white mic Keep 

thing. Used to wait till the seato 

isleep. Betty and med sneak 

old poison botth put old Chetty th 
infirm for three days once. Oh eedn 
feel sorry for that witch. SI ot he 
revenge all right—-stole Marjory from 
me. How the sixth-form ughed! Mar 
jory took one look at Chetty in her con 
firmation dress, and wham! What 

Never looked at m again Later she 
went man-crazy See this ‘fly? Sally 


Monthrostle caught it for Miss Jam 
But Miss James hated suck-ups so sh 
rave it me.” 

This girl, Sally? 

Yes—just for tove. She hoped! Sall 


slob, the 


vas a big absolutely imposs 
worst type of third-former. I nearly gave 
it back. She 


of them.” She kicked her heel in the 


man-crazy now like the rest 


ind momentarily looked angry and be 


wildered Oh well. And this one wa 
a trade,” she said, back in stride Dotty 
Ferguson caught it. She drowned it 


Oh? How so? 

Oh I promised not to tell; it was 
mistake. But she was too scaredy to touch 
it and I had to keep it in the poiso 
bottle for ages. Dotty’s man-crazy now 
too. This ‘fly was Miss Lafleur’s, the head 
She confiscated old Ethel Maunders’ ‘flies, 


then all the girls got ‘flies for Sunday 
“af 


COIs 
Sunday cols 
Collects—it was something you learn- 


ed for chapel. Word perf you got an 
other ‘fly. This one was another trade.” 
I} 


the mounts, Madge with shining eyes and 


ey spent twenty minutes bent over 


a voice choked with the flood of mem- 
ories. Later Olga stood before the win 
dows and admired the lake. Madge join 


ed her, dropping an arm across her visi- 


tor’s shoulders while she, too, stared out 


over the lake. 





But her mind lingered in the past. Her 
face darkened. “Sometimes you want to 
ump out,” she said huskily Jever feel 
you've lived your life already? Best part 
behind you? I do. Feel sometimes I could 
ump off a cliff.’ 

Yes, it is so, the burden of life 
very intolerable Olga sighed in ready 


sreement. looking as ought a young and 


radiant heroine in a Chekhov play I 
understand so well. The English sou 
not mystery to me, no 


a 
Oh. Olga 


ij too think death is the best thin 
perhaps for a young girl 
Feel I've jad my life nov Jou too? 
My people have a provert Olga re 
| en! One 1 born too old 
I mean, here we are—nearly nin 
n. even too old for sixth-formers 


But another proverb goe Milk 
the little ones, tears for the others.” Ws 
Madge For ot 


indchildren there will be a little happ 


Madge brightened. It was not the sen 





rt t rism t the adjective of 
ndearment, that encouraged But dar 
! snk ild how beastly to hav 
indchildren Sooner have dogs any 


lay. I'd have. thought.” 
Olga said with a wry face, “The despa 
of the soul—-somewhere I read tl 
ed by fresh air and exercises, with 
cold showers 
Madge nodded vigorously Oh! Yes 
sn't it! And camping! Olga darling, have 
you got a pal? Wouldn't you care to 
come camping some week end? Bonfires 
moonlight swims, sleep under trees 
cr-r-IPES! It is so absolutely wiz and 
friendly, somehow. And we could swear 
blood compact. Oh, do! Would Lucy 
be furious?” 
For a moment Olga wondered why 
Lucy should be furious; then her thought 
returned to those melancholy aphorisms 
she was really more interested in dark 


eneralities than 


n sleeping under stars 

Madge evidently mistook her bemused 
silence for indecision. * Jou decide yet? 
she whispered just as the two girls step 
ped back out on the terrace again; then 


to Olga’s blank look of enquiry, st 


winked 

She was still winking, and talking of 
pup tents and blood compacts, and being 
generally cryptic, when Olga took baffled 
leave of het 

Donald ran his guests home, a short 
ride that Olga wished could last forever 
They had overtaken a horse-drawn van of 
household furniture and then rounded 
the last bend before the Stepanyskayas’, 
when up ahead near her orchard gate 
were discerned a score of loiterers. From 
their Tolstoi beards and peasant air she 
knew they must be Little Brothers. And 
indeed so they were: Brothers were tak 


ing possession of the vacant house next 





ere Little Brothers 
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door. Olga had discounted Mrs. Gom 
bDOVS announcement now she was so 
taken aback that her usual quick wits de 
serted her. Before she could invent rea 
sons for driving past, Donald had pulled 
up alongside 

She scowled out at two matrons whom 
she recognized, Mrs. Pulypiuk and Mrs 
Pudyk in full skirts and babushkas, and 
then at a dozen strangers who, like the 
other two, suggested another age in 
other continent, and then at young Yegor 
Kukov who, on the contrdry, might have 
been any country lad in pinching clothes 
Ihe assembled Brothers scowled back at 
her and scuffed their boots and muttered 
und spat in the dust 

In another moment the gate was open 
and Donald was back in the cat 

Orchard looks very picturesque, Ol,” 
murmured Lucy, squeezing her friend’s 
irm 

They drove up a lane between tree 
skeletons in thoughtful silence and pres 
ently stopped 

Olga said, “It is a mystery to me. Al 
the same—illegal loitering!-—I think | go 
and phone the police. Good-t 

She scampered across into her house 
didn't look back 

Donald reversed and turned. He tried 


’ 1, n 
to catch Lucy's glance, bt sne 


stared out 
the car window at the old, frozen-out 


orchard 


Olga’s illegal loiterers looked a bit 
hostile to me,” he commented 
They are dirt.” murmured Lucy, sens 


of fun overcoming loyalty 


Myself. | know nothing esponded 
Donald 

Poor Ol. She's scared stiff you'll get 
things wrong. We shouldn't laugh at he 


She stared out of her window. My 
loyalty to my friends, she thought mock 
ingly.' Olga told lies, while she, Lucy 
was disloyal. She did wonder why. Up- 


bringing, being eighteen, being only chil- 


1 


dren—were these the reasons? Little use 


asking her fuzzy-minded father. less use 


isking Marcelyn—women to Marcelyn 


; 


unchurched wife and, radio-serial fan 






slowly doggedly translated into Russi 





grandmother listened, alert for errors 


were an oppressed class and every artifice 
was permissible 

At Olga’s gate she said, “They do look 
annoyed about something. But | suppose 
they have their reasons: I suppose every 
one has.” 

At the fork in the road she said 
Please, no, Donald. Straight home 


Olga’s days were filled; she kepj house 
with her grandmother, sang on Sunday 
at St. Vladimir's, and in the evening, in 
deadly earnest, she improved herself. All 
week end now she expected bizarre hap 
penings next door, at the Ewanochkas 
but only for the first quarter hour did 


she station herself behind window cur 


tains. Then her patience gave out \ 
voice shrilled from the kitchen 
Olga Alexandrovna, why am | not 
hearing practice sounds? You are dre 
ing again?” 
th 


She forsook the curtains and took up 


ver bandura from its velvet. For another 
quarter hour she plucked out accompani 
ments: the melodies she hummed. Each 
time she took a breath she heard moan 
ing in the kitchen, for when she sang h« 
grandmother sang too. but something dif 
ferent, something from The Songs of | 
happy Women. The old lady was ton 
deaf 

Afterward. the evening meal over. sh 
sat with Olga in their parlor, a pudgy 
ittle creature with a flat nose and bright 


bird’s eyes, ageless, soberly clad but 


witl 
i brilliantly patterned peremitk. Op 
in her full-skirted lap lay The Possessed 
in the original tongue. Opposite her Olg 


hunched over a baize table. pencils. pad 


and dictionaries at her elbows, her cheek 
flushed She read slowly and dogged 
from a translation, rendering 
phrase by phrase into Russian 

NVvet,” said the grandmothe 

They tried it again 

This exercise was only part of Olgi 
literary activity, but by far the most tax 


ing part. Her purpose was to master idio 
matic English or, better, Harbottle Eng 
lish. As each of the Harbottles talked 


different English—the Colonel's clippe 
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ociable-effusiy pin Kindly aspec ind listen while Is grief and walling because Olga was a over her pad now, a serious cj S10 
yid-maider Donald the ima talked. It would begin as Mrs dreamy girl. Olga! on her face, and chewed the biunt end 
| Mad Girtonian and Harbottle and finish as Olga. “Don’t bi ‘I am so sorry, Grandmama of her pencil. In another moment sh 
ibsen oungste! omethin | ibsurd, my dear Nicky it said You The reading resumed. After an hou was chuckling with gruff painful effort 
ier prol wv formidable. A ire so like a cad, that is plain to me, yes! the Dostoevskis were laid aside the too much of The Ring could mean an 
| of Mrs. Harbottl I agree! grandmother took up her woolwork and other stomach ache 
ki pository of upper Olg Alexandrovna!” exclaimed the Olga turned to mor ongenial lit 
| ial h lected randmother matters 1 throw mv rine at the foolish 1 
on. How would I ha been dreaming. | am sorry She was making a fresh translation o l sav. “Hurry from my sight please! 
M H ottl y the following? “You Alwa her head in the clouds. One The Ring. This sample of folk humor I never know such a stupid perso A 
ket i, Nikifor Vsyevolodo day she will fall in Blue Heron Lake never failed to amuse her t seemed 
ks o1 10 lo high think Splash! No more Olga. No little ones wonderfully comic. She had made num- The grandmother’s hand dipped, | 
Q ould close | ummon This wonderful Donald Harbottle jumps berless translations of the song before, ed, pulled up, paused, dipped a 
Mr Harbottle, full fieure in the lake in grief! Splash! Everywhere but none had done it justice. She bent complex rhythm; Olga with her rap d 
i and her dreams sat as though flun 
ai her worktable, the picture of arrest 


motion. The room was warm and s! 


i ’ 4 ' ° ; i a " . . e . “ : . time stood still in it. It had maple atte 
J ( USl Lil l l irl ? for Chi istm as s l l LILe eee age chin, ching igure bn h . 


corner bracket, a treasured ikon 


Olga scribbled busily until her pa 
was filled, then she stared at the old t 


Ir > ’ 
She stared at the mantelpiece glass-f 





clock that didn’t go. She saw non 


1 


ny them, nor the ceaseless dipping and p 
e2coil ch Ol ing, pulling and pausing across the ros 


she was in another world. Everyw 


the air had filled with son VOC 
asseroles pag pimp ton 
as 
war. of dowries, jealousies and poiso 


ings. Back and forth across the landscay 
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dashed the Harbottle-faced Cossacks o 
, : ning d n t hisp 
ANY WOMAN who cooks will be delihted rey steeds, stooping down to whispc 
farewell to the maidens, then racing o 
t ight I tt report ) 
with these beautiful and pract i| Decorator to coarse laughter and the port « ) 
whips. In the nearby poplar woods Pa a 
| Casseroles. They’re famous PYREX ware in Kanovski sent old women into the tr 
tops to call Cuckoo! then shot the 
a 
= Bere was I > of the robhe 
FES TURQUOISE SNOWFLAKE ON WHITE new oval shape, and the cover becomes an down. Here was the abode of the robbe 
: : Haidomaki and Oprishki, of the swamp 
extra baking and serving dish or hot pad. devil Chort. in his swamp, of the serpent 
i " Haspid and Basilisk. There was to be a , 
Choose from four smart designs and colour wedding feast. with rich braided bread : 
and The Songs of Unhappy Women gave 
i? combinations. Each par ked in attractive gift way to the twanging of the kohzas for tt 
wedding of Marusenka Ruthenians in 
a carton. 48 oz. size $4.50—80 oz. size $5.95. their highland jackets whirled in_ the 
dance. Cranberry bloomed everywhere 
. at vour nearby PYREX dealer mint, emblem of virginity, scented the 
é air, and from the sky throbbed the joyfu , 
WHITE SNOWFLAKE birdcall Ki-hi! Ki-hi! Wreathed — in , 
ON TURQUOISE be nok Olga held the marital candle 
New PYREX encircled with hyssop and while the 
instant Coffee Maker and Warmer 
grandmother wailed and _ the ealous 
Graceful and practical with 22 kt. gold decorations 
and capacity markings. Attractively gift packed Sql eezed poisons into ruby red ellie 
} 8 cup size $9.95, 12 cup size $11.95 the far-off bridegroom could be heard 
singing the catalogue of her beauties, the 
black brow 
| 
j The hody white, fine as seeds of [ 
’ 
But alas! By the riverbank she tl 
WHITE SNOWFLAKE mallows, and she cast the wreath o 
> nee 
ON CHARCOAL siinecmne waters. Would it float? Would 
\ The swift current swept it 1d A 
Ni | 
now they uid the red handkerchief o 
} her face: she was dead. From 
Be 
“oy / of the kalina above her gra\ 1 yo 
£ : nan was fashionin his flute Sift oO 
her headstone, with stricken face, Dona 
* piped an air. From the first notes a voic 
‘ sighed, “Brother 1ot so loud, do 
WHITE DAISY : ; , 
ON PINK ot bring sorrow to my heart, no 
t Olga Alexandrovr I | 
You go splash 
The spell Drone 
Oh, Grandmama, | oO pp 
If onl I was no orn. | oO 
years too late 
Ihe grandmother laid aside t yoo 
i oO b her c sed fii ) 
ot i ire d-t p nona 
. Pp \ 
a , Poor O A j I 
i exandro\ O 
"> f. . ‘ 
, wo years sn s par Fo € \ 
- ’ j [ He searches tt Oo | ) ( 
a, There’s only one PYREX ware, a product of methane What? No 
- BRANI pe laps l < C 
~ en £ >A A ’ A € —. ‘ ;, ~ o « on f = a ~ Ar A r AAT es c —~ for radium Wha Nx t 
CORNING GLASS WORKS OF CANADA LIMITEI cong agg 
searches for ol oor | f ¢ 
VISIT THE CORNING GLASS CENTRE, CORNING, N.Y not vet a m onait who 
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prised that she is unhappy! Her father 
sends two hundred dollars. What is two 
hundred dollars? It is food, it is shelter 
it is life. But perhaps she wishes for thre 
hundred dollars. Olga Alexandrovna! Are 
you not ashamed? 

You do not understand, | think. I 
niss my father. yes, but it is because | 
ove Donald Harbottle that | am so un 
happy 

This surprises me The grandmother 
she resumed. “But | am thinking, "What 
is bad about Nikolai Yevchenko, who ts 
handsome? What ts bad about Porfiry 


made a spurious show of surprise befo 


Plecas, who is clever? What is bad about 
} 


10 IS vood to his 


Chester Glossop even, w 
mother? 

Donald is ideal, Grandmama. Nick is 
i schoolboy merely and Porfiry Pantelei 
monovich is very ugly and Chester Glos 
sop is very old. He is stupid, too, Chester 
He 1s so like the lover in The Ring, that 
is what is bad about him, and I would 
marry poor Mr. Bussey before Chester 

What nonsense you speak. Hem, hem 
t IS past time we go to bed. God 


you rest 


Next morning the grandmother smirk 
ed and said, Dobry den, Chester 

How do you do? What's she say, 
Olga? Does she know Mother? 

[The adjoining churches, St. John’s 
Anglican, and St. Vladimir's, a little brick 
box with onion dome, had emptied one 
upon the other, the two congregations 
flowing together on the sunny pavement 
Chester Glossop and his mother, a lady 
of stern character and few words, were 
borne along on the Anglican wash. The 
grandmother eyed her shyly 

‘Does she know Mother?” Glossop, all 


fatty eagerness, waited openmouthed for 


an answer 

She does Mrs Glossop said grimly 

“The old one is angry the erand 
mother asked Olga 

She is angry, yes, Olga replied in 
the grandmother's tongue Chester 1s 
so stupid, that is why she ts angry. She 1 
angry also because life is sad, like Uncle 
Fred Harbottle. She is also angry because 
she is sour. and sour because nobody 
loves her excepl stupid people 

Behave yourself, Olga Alexandrovna 

Glossop. winked falking about my 
ood looks? 

Chester! Don't play the fool 

Sorry, Mother. Now. Olga, no 
I'm glad we met. | thought I'd visit you 
us afternoon.” 

This stupid person wants to visit us 
Olga Alexandrovna 
Walking home beneath the lakeside 


chestnuts of the park Olga and he 


nother happened next upon Charles Bus 


sey and Marcelyn. Ten puppies tumbled 


And the sinf woma 2) said I s} lake n OV ) Then tl mm How 
Not the sinful woman cy. Good-l dear Mr. B Mer 1} wil 
Bussey started back in fishy horror i Mrs. Bussey Oo did » stor 
Then he recollected himself mut tor a Starting off aga s h lded stil 1 took 
iment Olga thought he had understood he tashion-plate Bussey ‘ f oth ow ) 
them. But no, she thought right afte e waddling dign \ } 0) k ) M 
this must be the actor in him. And so it Grandmama, how happy I am! How ocked \ d 
was. Bussey had once spent a day in a God wa Hov | “ | H i 
iderty cap, croaking Death! Deatt To ilive Oo I ) \ ’ 
the guillotine behind a rank of toothless Occ ona oddit O ¢ < d ) “ 
nd hloodthirsty ha After the MGM quaintance hey o 1 " t 
knittin women and A Tale of Two SPCA tro past d f tn 
Cities all foreign-speaking grandmothe A owe pas 1 of 1 h d l h \ 1 a 
nade his flesh creep ind on p to so d ! 















Say “Merry Christmas” in a very special way 
with soft creamy caramels, liquid cherries 

nut meats, nougatines crispy and chewy pieces 
Say “Merry Christmas’ with Moirs Chocolates, 


decked in gay Christmas wrappings 


Canadians make the finest chocolates in the world. 


Toi re 
S$ casons , ; 


(reetin 





| i 
about underfoot the irms of the two 
ided n n es ) snes pro Ss Vv 

Ow and circumspect Padding alo 
und n Ck spaniel bitch——shey 
lerd, nani sel of lit ind dignified 
Ss a Dishop I cnit up le pro k ol 
cho! 
Phe old Hollywood hand and h l 
re really one of the Sunday ight 
fapleytown they had the b itnhies 
€ ol fashion plate. But what 
ver pleasure the pair took in persona 
lHispla Dusiness was its prim object 
the Sunday promenades showed dogs to 
fine advantage. Olga was enchanted witt 
the encounter and within two minut 
he'd talked herself into pure 
An f | pay | nsta "« poo 
Mr. Bussey? he laughed 
vi dea of course inats a gr 
I] ing him round this afternoon. Migt 
worm him. Pretty him up 
She told her grandmothe Mr. B € 
sé 
M S | ( J I ¢ M 
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the special flavor and extra smoothness 
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the White Horse bottle comes from Scotland 


in a new and different carton. 
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“Madge is possessed by demons when she drives,’ 
bubbled Mrs. Harbottle. 


tion that wa el c VO 

He introduced his f ) eemed 
to Olga to look dazed. “Olga’s a hunky 
but she’s a good girl,” he explained, eyes 


twinkling at the effect of his words And 
she’s a friend of Luc I told you of 
Lucy, remember? Who you're to make a 
particular friend 

His wife said she remembered 


Remember 


I'm coming round this afternoon 
Olga. Helen’s got an all-hen tea fight; she 
wants me out of the way. Isn't that so 
Helen?” he prompted 

Helen swallowed Ye of course. If 
you'd be so kind, Olga?” 

We are having quite a tea too said 


Olga with a fierce look 


The handsome dog with the hair 
cream interjected tne grandmother 
You do not like? This is the wicked 
Howard Mercer? 

Olgo nodded. “I do not like it how h 
speaks with his wife either she said 


It is how a stern teacher speaks with 


a stupid pupil. He is patient, but wha 


he says is final.’ 


Hey hey! No fair speah hunky 

Olga shot him a black look W do 
not use this word, pleas 

Oh Howard's awtu apologized 
Helen Mercer, coming out of her shadow 
You mustn't take offense. He ibels 
everyone: I'm a limey. You must let me 
work on him a little while She inced 
inxiously at her husband. “You see? He 


does look willing 


He didn’t, but he looked quite pleased 
he was being “a centre of interest 
Presently he drew back a few b 


grudged inches, then, as though at gre 


personal sacrifice, a few more. He looked 
owlishly at Olga, who seethed with im- 
patience. He shut his mouth tight, a 1 


with an air of determined cheerfulness 
under exceptionally trying circumstances 
he gave enough ground so the pair could 
squeeze past. As the grandmother passed 
she angled her elbow into his stomach 

Expect me, now 
them And don't forget. Never the 
samovar to the ketthe—always the kettle 
to the samovar 

The two marched to the end of the 
pavement without exchangin i word 
Olga fuming, the grandmother, pleased 
about the elbow, tunelessly humming 

Half a mile of white dust toad re 


mained, and here, near the memo! 
cairn, occurred the last encounter of the 
norning. From afar a great slanting fun 
nel of dust could be seen racing toward 
them. It roared down on the shrinking 
pair then leaped up all around. Car 
brakes squealed, tires hissed. A sudden 
white choking silence fell; then a husky 
voice called out of the cloud 

**Jou decide yet?” The form of the 
Harbottle automobile established itself 
with Madge hanging out the driver's win 
dow. Two underwater blurs on the back 
seat presently became the other Har 
bottle women—the mother and the great 
aunt. Coughing and gasping, Olga and the 


grandmother crossed over Mrs. Har 


bottle called out of 1 Watch the step 

Olga pushed her grandmother ahead 
scurried in herself and slammed the door 
Then she wriggled adroitly across to the 
front seat beside Madge. Room was made 
in back for the grandmother, who, how 
ever, alarmed at the speed of events 
clung to the upholstery, softly moaning 
Olga twisted back and gently detached 
her and seated her 

Mrs. Harbottle bubbled with pleasure 
“That was smart work, Olga. We do 


apologize, and the least we can do now 
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“‘Church has no effect’’ 


is drive you home Though I can't 
guarantee your arrival,” she added with 
cheerful unconcern. “Madge is possesse< 


by demons when she drives. Church | 


no effect whatever. Not that I can im 
agine our dear vicar exorcising so muc 
as a wart, strain at it as the poor m: 
would to oblige. Madge dear, do pul 
your window, the dust is suffocating. O 
should I have said gnat? No, wart. No 
I can’t think which I mean. Well, Ol 
introduce us to your companion.” 
Madge let the clutch smartly out and 
the car shot forward and raced up th 
road. She turned in her seat. “Jou d 
cide, Olga pet? What? Oh, don’t mind 
them She jerked her thumb at th 


other passengers, who in fact 





tirely absorbed in each other 


together Tell you what. Shall [ poy 
round this after’ for your answer?” 

It will be crowded,” said Olga som 
hrely 

ly 


sno matte! 
On the back seat Mrs. Harbottle w 
being muddled about introductions 
reat-aunt was muttering, the grand 


mother was bobbing her head, smirkin 





and exclaiming in Russian A chaot 
situation, it was cut short as the ¢ 
rocked to a halt by the Stepanysk 

orchard gate, and, everyone talking, tl 


two guests climbed out again to the road 
Madge shouted This after then 
ind the car lunged forward 
Olga had a glimpse of three wome 
snapped back in their seats, to be hurtled 
away in a dust cloud 


Madge Harbottle too,” she said 


They all came, none too pleased t 
encounter one another in the Stepanys 
' 


Kaya parior, thelr presence a not ve 


welcome disruption of the Sunday pro 


‘ram of self-improvement At Bussey 
prompting Olga sang them The Rin 
Ihe grandmother kept to her kitche 
and as The Ring finished, one of Th 


Songs of Unhappy Women was finishin 


the kitchen 


Drop drop goes the rain 
On the grave of dead Vaska 


] fl f 
ars flow from my eves 





The little one is beneath the ground 

Sun poured ind the parlo rev 
warm d close: Sunday-afternoon do 
drums afflicted the self-invited guest 
they forgot the purposes of their visi 
When they left, Olga gathered togeth 


the dirty plates and cups and told h 
grandmother How stupid they looked 
Donald Harbottle is worth two hundre 
other people. It is too late now for m 
practice and I am so vexed.” 


The wormed and prettied-up pupp 


offered some consolation. It had con 
soled Madge earlier Olg: Sala ‘| con 


sider I do not care to camp under th 


stars, dear Madge But I will see yo 


dragonflies again, if you like, and w 
, 


will have another talk about life Mad 
had taken this hard and for 


consola 


tion 





t on the floor with the puppy. How 
ard Mercer in unaccustomed Sunday 
clothes had stiffly sat on the edge of the 
sofa, teasing the two Mercer proof g 
He saw just two things in Olga—th 
woman and the Slav: he joked tireless 
about “the way we did it on the steppes 
Bussey, staying on. and as if aware of 


the falsity of his position, had assumed 
lordly tone, and chewed on 


a loud and 
his mustache. Chaster Glossop with hi 
tendency to fall in with Bussey’s attitude 


had been a piping echo 





¢ 
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Certain countries are the 
home of certain drinks. 
When connoisseurs think of 
rum they think of Jamaica. 
So * 
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But now they were gone, the grand- 


mother was singing again of dead Vaska 
her nimble fingers juggling plates and 
dishcloth, and Olga was dreaming before 
the sink, soap bubbles ticklmg her el- 
bows Other kitchen tasks followed this 
one, then another meal; then the pair 
sat once more in the parlor, blinds drawn, 
baize table out and copies of Dostoevski 
before them 

We begin,” said the grandmother with 
i brisk rub of the nose You are a 
blackguard, Nikifor Vsyevolodovich; so 
speaks one who loves high thinking 

Olga took it from there 

N yet.’ 

The evening wore on. Yet another try 
to improve on The Ring succeeded the 
study of the Harbottle tongue At ten 
the grandmother with heavy-lidded, sim- 
ian blinks, said, “You are tired, Olga 
Alexandrovna Tomorrow is Monday 
shopping. Let out the dog.” 

The week end had passed with little 
sign of the new neighbors, but early 


next day Olga surprised them at her 


orchard gate, where a patriarchal figure 
in unseasonal clothes and a white full 
beard like Tolstoi’s, was painting EWAN- 
OCHKA on the mailbox adjoining hers 





A mother and grown d:. ghter looked 
on 

“Good morning! | think I do not know 
you, Little Brothers,” said Olga brightly 
in Russian 

The patriarch turned great blank ox- 
eyes on her, and just stared. The dumpy 
figure in a snood who stood beside him 
cleared her throat, shuffled her feet, then 
slowly moved away to her own orchard 
gate. The girl grinned at Olga and fol 
lowed the mother. She looked a buxom 


willing girl; presumably she was Eudoxia 
rival of Mrs. Gombov’s daughter, Dafina 


Gombov 


Olga tried once again Moving in? 
You'll be the first Little Brothers to 
settle en our side of the lake 

The patriarch stared again id at 


ength said We ar not Little Brothe 


. s 
no! no! 





You are orthodox, perhar 

After an uncomfortable pause he re 
plied They are bad, the Little Broth 
ers. We are not this thing 








Well, you are the first, | suppose? 
To this there seemed no answer forth- 


coming; paint can and Tolstoi beard alike 


hung arrested in time But finally he 
murmured, “I do not know, little miss.’ 

She regarded him with a solemn in 
terest; and suddenly said Excuse me 
do you consider intelligence is an affront 


to God? 


The patriarch appeared to ponder the 
question After another of his long dazed 
silences, he murmured, “I do not know 
ttle miss 

Very good he odded. § ol 
ected f m 1 we K loors 

He is no tle Bro I nd € 
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does not know,” she told her grand- 


mother. 

“Not a Little Brother? Not a Little 
Brother. What is he then? Tolstoi in 
person? Tolstoi buys the house and or- 
chard next door. Very nice. Olga! Olga 
you are dreaming again? 

“I am sorry, Grandmama.” 

‘He is a Little Brother. I can smell 


“He is not very intelligent, whateve 
he is, that is plain enough.” 

‘He tells you this? 

“He is not a firebug anyway.” 

“You know? She knows.” 

“Well, I consider he has a kind face 
Yes, I know nothing, I do not understand 
those crazy things.” She slipped into a 
coat. “All the same, I do not wish to 
think about firebugs. I have more inter- 
esting things to think about.” 

“Donald Harbottle? 

She picked up her shopping bag. “Pos- 
sibly. Good-by now, Grandmama, I go 

Kazak’s.” 

At Kazak’s were thrown together the 
English- and Russian-language groups 
that comprised the community, and Olga 
early there for the day’s best choices, to- 
day encountered Mrs. Pawlenko, Dafina 
Gombov, Lucy. Mrs. Pawlenko, who was 
a great gossip, beckoned her aside 

“See across.” She jerked her head to 
ward the breakfast-cereal counter—Da 
fina was there. rummaging among the 
boxes—and spoke from one corner of 
her mouth. “Her mother seen this morn- 
ing. Carrying bundle of rags Rags 
Soaked in oil. Oil.” She nodded, hard- 
eyed, but then before Olga could look 
properly scandalized she had spied an- 
other acquaintance across the floor and 
she bustled over with her news 

Olga began to circle the counters of 
groceries 

‘Hello, Dafina.” 

“Hallo, Olga 

“Nice day.” 

Nice, yas.’ 

‘Anything new here? 


Is cake mix yas, vordy sands, and 


jally-roll slice for nozzing, yas! yas! 
So? She nodded pleasantly and 
moved away Another Little Brother 


Dolly Stoyanov’s mother, was ponderir 
the deep-freeze showcase, and Olg 
passing nodded pleasantly to her toc 
Olga, in truth, was not quite such 
stranger to the Little Brothers as_ she 
gave out. She had a somewhat furtive 
acquaintance with a score o1 them; many 
times in the past she had exchanged con 
monplaces with the less inarticulat 
among them on the ferry, in the park 
or here at Kazak’s. She knew severa 
passably well Dafina was familiar to 
her because a number of times in the 
past Olga had retrieved from Kazak 
floor canned goods that the clumsy youn 
woman, a _ box-top collector, knock 
aside in her eagerness after cardboard 
on each such occasion polite exchanges 


had ensued. As a matter of fact Dafina 


Olga reflected, faintly resembled Madg 
Harbottle Olga reflected a good deal 
about the Little Brothers, and, like 


adolescent who tries on different perso 


| 
i ht, sometimes h uSY IMagin 


alities tor fit 
ation decked her out as one of them. B 
at other times gt would reflect that sl 
really must mean what she always told 
her Anglo-Saxon and Galician friend 

They are dirt, these Brothers! 

She was standing by the pet food 
searching for puppy biscuits, half of 
mind to go back to pump Dafina about 
her mother, when Lucy appeared 
doorway. She beamed as she came acro 
the floor 

Did yot put tne POlice onto oO 


" ) 
loiterer 
Olterers 





Olga looked | 
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) , | police !' won't breathe it,” Lucy assured her I shouldn't suppose that’s a very 

! mentioned them. Ci [hey strolled laden with parcels alon healthy thing to be 
ilway ybliging her to the sunny street, Kazak’s to the bakery Well, I am vexed; I do not wish to 
peopl ke the Harbottl the bakery to Bester-Desmond’s, Des talk of it, I think. Let us talk of other 

t rds in Donald mond’s to the drug store. Setting aside things 

1, “I lied. Oh, | am bad the parcels, they sat down to sodas They sat in a booth against the store 
Y the fat lady was right,” Olga window, chattering above their straws 
tJ ou kno But O resumed She is angry because she has Lucy said her father’s mood was difficult 
the Nature Bo doing? some plans, I do not know exactly what this morning; he'd gone about the house 
yved in next door to But he is not a Little Brother, Mr. Ewan writing DAMN with his forefinger on 
ochka next door. I think he is an ex- the undusted furniture. He’d called her a 
ul | ! xed. Lucy! You Brother really ‘sad litthe mouse.” She gave an imitation 
Donald Harbottle will A defecting Little Brother.” for Olga’s entertainment. Lucy, daunted 
out it Y at home by Bussey’s fits of temperament 
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caunted in Mercer’s presence by the 
and-mouse play. blossomed in the in 
genuous and friendly presence of hei 
friend 

Olga laughed over the imitation th 
rapped a coin on their window, whi 
brought in the town newsboy from tl 
street 

Latest Hermitage Outrage,” he in 
toned about their ears 

Please!” She glowered at the Weekly 
headlines then glowered at the editoria 
pages, which she opened across the table 
planting her soda on top; Olga relied on 
these inside, hotly indignant pages t 
fill an emotional want. Today there were 
the customary bitter letters from ranch 
ers; there was the letter signed P. Ona 
kov, beginning “We, the mothers, do de 
clare unto you, Mr. Prime Minister 
there was the customary letter against the 
Mounties 

‘We are at loss when we see in thes 
20th centuries civilized and most educat 
ed times, the most famous Mounties ol 
today in late hours of the night in large 
numbers bursting with full force unto 
peaceful residents, attacking a house from 
all directions and rushing into a dw 
ing with women and small children i 
it the said educated officers throwin 
various threatening questions at childret 
and standing before them like death 
makes the blood freeze in these poor 


children as well as in grownups 


A letter signed Tschaikovski!” O 
exclaimed, as she skimmed down the 
page How does he dare! She took 
long pull at the soda, then she read out 
in a firm clear voice for all the dru 
store to hear What is this foolishnes 


says your Brothers do this thing? Ar 
vour Brothers angry? No! Besides, you 
train stop and no peoples get hurts. Bui 
your police are jealous and they make 
your Little Brothers unhappy 

Following this she read aloud the lea 
ing editorial, headed Tapleytown Awake 
the drug store with her all the way 

Lucy said quietly, “Ol, Ol, don’t wor! 
yourself up.” and turned on her friei 
a wan smile, copied from Mercer 

But I am so hot and angry.’ 

Darling, who cares what those lun 
tics write? It’s so morbid of you. Colon 
Harbottle says Tapleytown will wake uy 
when someone is burned out on this 
of the lake, and not before.” 

I spit on the Little Brothers! 

Don't. Cool down. Isn't it a lovel 
day. Anything new with Donald? 

Very well, we talk about Donald, but 
I am still angry. If only I was dead! 
But about Donald, there is nothing new 
nothing. It is like April, and March, and 
February. We are not deeply acquainted 
even. Our paths do not cross, it is that 
simple.’ 

‘Child, you must make your path 
cross.” 

“It is too late. Next week he goes 
back to college.” 

“There’s this week still. Suppose I lure 
him to'your house, then slip away?’ 

“Lucy! Yes!” 

“You'll need to do your share To 
begin with, your grandmother should bs 
parked someplace else for the evening.” 

“It is easy. Grandmama has lots of 
friends. For the evening, you say!” Colo 
raced to her cheeks as, with sudden reso 
lution, the two friends settled down to 
plot over their sodas for the body and 
soul of Donald Harbottle. Such a prize 
called in play the utmost concentration 
of their faculties, and, indeed, so ab 
sorbed did both girls soon become that 
they failed to notice the change in the 
life of the street they overlooked 

Outside much was happening out o 
the ordinary. Men shouted at one an 


other, scattered men and women ran 
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down the middle of the road toward the 





! aketront At the same time, up and 
| down the street, shutters clanged down 
on store windows. Then in a cloudburst 


of pattering feet the street emptied, puff- 


ng men, stout trotting women and pranc 


ng children streaming across the girls 
window. A further commotion announced 
} the passage of the local firefighters aboard 
neir scariet engine a near-antique ol 
\onstrous proportions 
i} Unaccustomed quiet succeeded, and 
vas this that roused Lucy. Wresting O 
7 é as attention from the plot, snatchin 
p the shopping, she hurried her from 
; deserted store. The two followed to 
akefront, the last of the stragylers 
Here, along the front, a concourse of 
ow townsmen was drawn up, with 
e scarlet monster in. the midst All 
itiently awaited the return of the ferry 
present berthed on the opposite shore 
Three quarters of a mile off, across the 
ow waist of the serpentine Blue Her 
the Little Brother homesteads dotted 
horeline and hills behind They looked 
, ke children’s play blocks. and six of 
m were een I be abl These six 
ymes flashed with light as if their win 
Low iughnt setting In; above them 
lark plumes rose vertic lly to heaven 
Human figures the size of mites could 
x%¢ made out in the miniature fields, mov 
vw Slightly as the eye held them 
I wonder what tt means this tin 
Oh, it 1s madness 
lapleyto 1 1 Os s h 


ynder 


was later in that week wher 





told her friend to expect her, with Don 
ild Harbottle in tow he same evenin 
Olga was read 1¢ had misled her 
srandmother to suppo the caller was 
Chester Glossop her egrandmother had 
‘rumbled but in the end promised to 
pass the early part of the evening with 
the neighboring Plecases 
And shortly after supper grandmoth 
Stepanyskay set forth On the tar sick 
% the orchard ite she came on Mr 
twanochka. who was standing out in the 
oad and starin it the twin mazlboxe 
Sh illed out cheerfully in Russian and 
vent on her way Because Olga had 
Iked of his slow wits she sensed noth 
1g amiss when he didn't reply 
It was more than likely Mr. Ewanoc 
had not heard her he wa 11 
racted man He had behaved pect liar 
several days now nd had tl old 
ly’s ince iken in more than th 
life owin « | } nict 
ssed if 
1 he tast ling ight this rout ] 
irch continued to brood over the 
wo mailboxes, his own and the Stepanys 
vas He sighed d wagged Ais 
ird. and mumoled to himself A 
ength he stirred: he shuffled forward 
ested each box on its axis He p ed 
ibout) him then _ hastil infastened 
yne box from its post and laid it on the 
round, unfastened the other and re 
istened it on the wrong post. His hand 
ere trembling as he stepped back H 
tared unhappily at his handiwork, then 
ifter a space moved off. into the gloom 
of his own orchard 
The old man, Eudoxia father 
iken what was perhaps the only measure 


he 


ad 


might 





le Was aDdle to imagine whl 





off Mrs. Gombov. with r oil-soaked 
ig her shutter lantern. her gasoline 
yombs. her directives from God 
In the Stepanyskaya house, meantime 
Olga had slipped into her new dress 
ind was wandering through downstairs 
yoms switching out overhead lights. She 
iid her newest record album on the par 
table: from the works of a grand 


bottle o 








whisky, and she circled the front room 
wondering where it ought to sit. She 
planted it on the mantelpiece beside the 
china shepherd boy. sank on the so 
opposite to ponder the effect It looked 
to her a rough masculine article, inte 

o the Harbottle world but wholly o 
of place in this parlor Th Harbo 
world held pieces called highboy \ 
could be the Stepanyskay quiva 

In Dostoevski where was vodka kept 

This was a_ problem ind = sh 

thinking about it, gazing at the whisk 
witle 1 tf Ain h if ) ) 


] 4 
. t 
out op 
i 
0) 100 
She w Ch « 
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c l im 
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i thro 
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What's the 

“when and where” of 
protective pantie 
wear ? 





Is there a 
special knack 
to feeding a baby ? 


Solid food for little folk! In grandpa’s 
day a little nipper practically had 
to get up and walk to the dinner 
table under his own steam before he 
was considered old enough for solid 
food. Nowadays little folk enjoy solid 
food much earlier. Actually the “Big 
Day” that will mark new in 
eating for your little 
your doctor's decision 
he bases on each individual baby’s 
needs. When baby is ready Heinz is 
with scientifically prepared 


a era 


one will be 


1 decision 


ready 
baby foods that 

taste delicious 
all the essential food nutrients. 


are easily digested 


and maintain 


e 1 ng rivals Jack Frost in making 
olks tserable t’s winter germs.- Colds 
ing rom fim te fim in crou 
ces. It’s vise mother who keeps her 
4 l ) ou in ce Tt le fher 
/ ~“ 
? ¥ \ou , 
} “3 Special occasions 
al ae es 
only is the 





general rule for 
protective panties 
in the diaper set. 
When little 
bundle-of-joy 
taken out visiting, 
or is being “shown off” to admiring 


your 





relatives, protective panties | bless 


‘em) can rescue you from embarrass- 
ment. But it’s a good idea to make 
sure they are worn for brief periods 
only. Make sure the legs fit snugly 

otherwise they will betray your 
trust! 


+ 


. 


Know the knack of 


baby feeding or > 

how to win the ed 
battle of the spoon! Ny KY) 
Patience is as im Y re 
portant as a bib wih: } 
for this venture i7™ 
Remember the jump from | 
ing to spooning 1 is big as the im! 
from forks to chopstich so dol 
hurry the little man. Hold him u 
half sitting, half reclining positior 
Place a small amount of food f{ 
back on his tongue. He is accustomec 
to sucking liquids and is likely 
try to suck the unfamiliar solid and 


may push the food right out of hi 


mouth. Putting 
back 


learn to swallow 
they 


of his 


for 
smooth texture 
that helps them 
What’s more 


like the taste 


help too 


of 


mouth 


Heinz Baby 


and i 


the food at 


helps him 
have i 


fine 


slip down easily 


your little fellow wv 


Heinz Baby F 


l 


rd 


the 
to 
Food 
smooth 
quaiity 


they’re as delicious as the ire 
nutritious. They'll bring him bach 
’ 
for more 
e/ f / 4 1 
e heat pe 
e bud of a bat So hou i 
Air I eft covert 
fable te u / pr / 
‘ pi own em 


Se 


Wee, ix 


D 


are on the way 
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ih ippy hom 


“a 
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IM 
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teething bis 


Di 


NE 
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it even 


wth appe 


somethi 


eC Ww! pro 


mot 


might 
eething 
heat 


wade red 


yu 
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ind 


te mn 
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HEINZ Baby Foods 


STRAINED AND JUNIOR MEATS + 


OVER 100 KINDS OF 
BABY CEREALS + 


STRAINED AND JUNIOR FOODS + 


TEETHING BISCUITS 
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Pitheld’s” 


> . ; 

I rofessional men in all walks 
of life rely on “Pitfield’s” for 
advice on investment matters. 


They do so for two reasons. 


Firstly, their own time is too 
valuable to spend much of it on 
investment study. Secondly, 
they know that they can count 
on this long-established firm’s 
reputation for dependability 
and sound counsel in investment 
problems. 

So when you want advice on 
your investment program, just 
phone, write or call at any of our 


thirteen Canadian offices. 


W. C. 


Pitfield & Company, Limited 
MONTREAL 


Halifa Ottawa 


Winnipeg 


Cornwall Toronto 
Victoria New York 


Moncton Saint John Quebe 
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The cool night air reassured her. She 
trod dazed then into the maddle of her 
front lawn still clutching the treasures, 
moving automaticaliy away from fire 
She had a dreamlike sense of floating 
over grass, then of lying on her back on 
the lawn and clutching the top of her 


head. The windows of the house brightly 
glowed through funneling smoke, while 
across in the drive was more light 


auto headlights. Someone over there was 
shouting 

She recognized Lucy’s voice calling 
her. Lucy had walked into the headlights; 
she swiveled on her heels back and forth 
uncertainly in the Olga watched 
this idly ‘No, I am mad,” she thought 


She raced across the lawn and flung her- 


glare; 


self into her friend’s arms. 

Qh, safe!” 

“Yes.” 

‘And ali right?” 

“Yes.” 

“Not burned?” 

Not burned, no I'm glad 
here; I'm not burned but I am so glad 


you're 


you're here.” 
My God, Ol 
1 am all right 
Olga, it’s you've no hair!” 
She gaped at her friend in the half-light 
Olga touched her palm to the top of 


her head. It felt to her that she touched 


your hair! 


burned 


a stranger’s head; at the same time her 
scalp registered a stranger's hand on het 
own head. She gasped. “My hair is gone!” 
She was crushed; the disaster to her hair 
put from her mind the blazing house 

But Lucy was Donald's 
name Thank God he found you.’ 

No hair!” 

“He did Olga, Donald did?” 

What is this?” 

“Donald did?” 

“Did what, Lucy? 


“He brought you out 


repeating 


didn’t he? 
“[ haven't seen Donald.’ 
“But he 


‘For me?” 


went insid 


Lucy hallooed; both girls listened 
They heard the crackling of the mount 
ing fire; no Donald. A stream of racing 
sparks swayed out under the eaves and 
disappeared bursts fol- 
lowed them more slowly 


Olga, you fool, 


upward; great 


back! Wait 


come 
for help, you hear!” 

The heat of the upper windows scorch- 
ed down, then when Olga 
porch there was a moment's shelter from 
She passed in- 


reached the 


it The door stood open 
side. She had settled in her mind where 
breath 
and was once more in the parlor. She 


to go, what to do; she held her 


cringed before the heat and turned to 
run back: no Irving thing could bear it 
There was an area of flame along the 
near wall, but stinging smoke blurred and 
diffused it like light beamed on thick 
fog, She trod on something; it might have 
been Donald but she didn’t care. A mo- 
ment later she found she was tugging at 
it, the action was bound up with escape 
But the thing was deadweight. I am 
sunk, she thought desperately. No [ll 
go. And she kept tugging at the limp 
object It was like a lifetime’s effort 
crammed into a minute; blind and choked 
she tugged away, thumped her smolder- 
ing object down porch steps. I have 
killed myself for a chair! she thought in 
a daze. Yet she did know she had Don- 
ald under the crooked-down shoulders 
There was not air enough; her breath 
came noisily, and another noise came in 
ead, just like a giant cat pur 
She blacked out 


side her t 
ring in a tunnel 


In the succeeding minutes the fire burst 
its confines, roof sections came flaming 


down walls sagged and teetered and 


crumpled The blaze cast a rich glow 
country at its 


John’s 


surrounding 
steeple bell of St 


began to toll, the rolling bach 


over the 

height, the 
alarm 
across the intervening mile of orchard 
to the Stepanyskayas’; 
prompt as if Tapleytown had been wait 


and in response 


ing for this night, for trouble on its own 
peaceable side of the lake, the road out 


from town became filled with a neigh 
borly traffic of 
some of them with their 

Whatever the intention, and in Tapley 


town’s past had been men’s talk of vigi 


bicyclists 


} 


autoists and 


sporting rifles 


lantes, nothing was to come of the sport- 
ing rifles—the arsonist had left minutes 
before the earliest new arrivals. Nor did 
the neighbors happen to notice the patri- 
archal Mr when he 


from his orchard to set the 


Ewanochka crept 
mailboxes 
back on their right posts 

For Lucy, standing over her two 
friends, the confident sounds of men and 
the slamming of car doors punctuated the 
next minutes; men spoke gently to her 
briskly to one another; men’s shadows 
hastened between the lawn and the cars, 
back and forth; men’s faces, dim, ex 


pressionless, reflected down above the 


pocket 
world of 


lights and the lanterns. In _ the 
Charles Bussey violence was 
the business of men; Lucy, who rejected 
her father’s ideas in everyday life, shied 
from challenging them just now 

The cat’s purr inside Olga’s tunnel fad 
eyes A flashlight 


swerved politely away, and she stared up 


ed; she opened her 





1 


Olga tugged blindly. 
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to a sky bright with stars. Lucy spoke to 
her. She moved her head and saw a 
torchlight group of crouching men, their 
attention centred on someone on the 
ground. 

“Is he very bad, Lucy 

“I’ve no idea. Don't you think about 
it. Think about that shiny medal they'll 
give you for this.” 


‘I am sunk.” 

Nonsense, Ol.” 

‘Oh, I do not know why I say that 
either, but it runs in my head.” 

The doctor says you've severe sun 
urn.” 

‘And no hair.’ 

Presently an ambulance from the cot 
tage hospital took Donald away. Nick 
Yevchenko, who was medical corporal 
of the Blue Heron Light Horse. came 
ver with iodine and stroked in “WW’ 
on Olga’s forehead: from a Light Horse 
viewpoint, she was Walking Wounded 
xut she sat with Lucy in the rear cushions 
of a private car to follow to the hospital 

Leaning back in her corner she thought 
excitedly, “To think I saved his life! 
After all, what courage! But then, do I 
consider it would be ideal if it was he 
that saved me? Yes, that is true, I feel 
Yes, I am certain of it True True. Be 
cause I think we love the people we 
suffer for, but I do not think we love 
the people who suffer for us.” She turned 
to Lucy and broached this idea 

‘Don’t worry, Donald will be grateful 

Olga scowled into the dark orchards 
slipping past. “I do not wish that, Lucy 
It is not pleasant for a man to owe his 
life. “I owe everything to Olga Stepanys 
kaya,’ he knows. He cannot know, ‘I 
owe no man anything.” Oh, Donald will 
hate me, that is plain. How I wish he 


had saved me instead.” 


“Trust you, Ol. At a time like this 
you worry over fine points in psychology 
My God. you should be happy you're 
both alive. I hope your firebug gets life.” 

“Life! You bet, girl their driver, 


Nick Yevchenko again, broke in Then 
I hope we commute it and boot him back 
to Russia. All the Nature Boys.’ 

‘We can't, Nick. We promised the 
Crar.” 

‘Well okay We don't commute 

The neon-lit ambulance entrance slic 
n view; Yevchenko parked his car. Lucy 
tied a scarf over her friend’s bald head 
ind the three went indoors 

Olga was shown to a dressing room 


/ 


where a sympathetic nurse gave her hot 
tea, and comfort, and presently stained 
her face with indigo spray until she 
resembled a coal miner fresh from the 
pit. Hardly was this accomplished than 
her grandmother arrived; she arrived in a 
state of high emotion and at once the 
hospital corridors reverberated with the 
free expression of her grief Every- 
where is grief and wailing because Olga 
was a dreamy girl,” she had forecast, 
and now she illustrated; lamentations of 
i continental peasant character rent the 
hospital quiet 

“Grandmama, Grandmama, I am not 
the Wailing Wall of Jerusalem.” pleaded 
Olga, but contriving in her embarrass- 
ment to roll the whites of her eyes into 
view This animation of a Queequeg 
countenance—indigo, hairless, with WW 
like war paint on it—finished the old 
lady, whose wailing redoubled in energy 

“How you vex me, my Grandmama 
Do you think Pan Kanovski has sent 
you into the poplar branches? Hush!” 

Eventually she quietened down, and 
was persuaded to return to her friends, 
the Plecases. to sleep overnight. Mean- 
time Olga settled back to await news of 
Donald. 

Lucy appeared in the doorway. “Olga 
you do look too horrible. Daddy has 
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“LET’S BREAK OFF FOR COFFEE” 
means rich delight when it’s 
Maxwell House. . . expertly blended 
from “Prime Flavor’ coffees and 
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There's a great difference 
in Vermouths, too! 


In vermouths, the “hallmark” is the Martini label 
— signifying subtleties of flavor and aroma found 
in no other vermouths in the world. 


Imported from Italy in the I-02 bottle 


FOR DRIER MARTINIS USE 
4 


EXTRA DRY VERMOUTH 


color not quite so bitter 


If you like your martinis drier, you'll always use 


Martini “Extra Dry” vermouth. 


For a new taste t ; 
n the rocks try Martini sweet and dry vermouths halt 
vist of lemon peel and half —on the rocks. It’s delightfully 
ng drink light and downright delicious 


natchless Manhattans 


1ixer and ice For 





a little collection of wigs, you know 
Well, perhaps I shouldn’t, stop to think 
Nothing in dark blond? 


Good Lord no. Carroty, and a sort 


of purple-grape; the kind of thing you 


wear to jump on a table and sing the 
Marseillaise No ou look better this 
Way moiting 


\ babushka, they agreed, was the thing 
Lucy disappeared again, but a minut 
later darted back in Here’s Mrs. Hat 


bottle Ol, she talks ¢ if he pulled you 


out o that house 
And when Mrs. Harbottle followed in 
and carefully let herself down on a clink 


] t 


chair, it was not clear whether Donald 
had told his mother this version of event 
or whether she simply took it for granted 

She screwed up her eyes as she ex 
amined the girl; her pince-nez wobdbled 
Oh Lord, you too, Olga? 

Its only a kind of paint, Mrs. Hat 
roittl 


l 


Oh, yes?” But her mind was evident! 
on other matters After a few moments 
she suddenly exclaimed How I do ha 
good works! 

Olva looked blank 

This business of setting an examp 
she enlarged It's very weak of me but 
I’m sure I wish Donald had been a cow 
ard. What mother wants dead hero for 
sons? 

Don ild Ss dead 4 

“No, no, but not from lack of trying.’ 

But what is wrong with him, Mrs 
Harbottle? 

She smiled fondly Dear Donald 
playing at being brave and British, I 
suppose 

Olga wriggled in her chai ‘What a 
most interesting thought,” she said with 


great earnestness, eyes alight in her in 


digo face All the same I consider it 
wrong. Savages are brave men It is 
personal to be brave 1 think Donald 


Harbottle is brave because he is Donald 


Harbottle. He is perfect 


1 expect you're right ighed hi 
mother But I sill think good works 
are dreary And I must insist | blame 


something bigger than the nest of lunatics 


across the lake for 


ms i it 
bul 
But what is wrong witl im, M 
Harbotth 
My dear. how hideot ou look. W 


we must be thankful you're not 


No doubt it was a horrid experience fo 


both of you And, Ol pl e do 
reproach yourself becat of Donald 
mishap 

Olga. still wonde what had hag 
pened to him, nodded solemnly i 
mother mistaken assumption t 
embarrassed het how foolish Mr Ha 
bottle would feel. how sad if she knev 
She thought. Then she too w 


Oh, if only | was dead! 


The mother asked | ppose yo 
overcome when he tound yo 

Oh, | was lost 

Fortunately before Olga. who 
too capaDdle managed to elabor 


little deception, the Colonel ead poh 
round the door 
Good Lord Phat Ols 


Y Harry said his w 


Good Lord. Know you're taken on 
Strength, your woman? 

Olga tarted 

Q te | own 

Yes, Colone 

y (ys rt Ia ) No 
sense hangin ound ck 

He w v h d: h wil 
preted 

SO it was that the girl ended her night 


in the Harbottle home in its best spar 
bedroom, large and airy, a pleasant room 
into which, however, the dragonfly col 


lection had a little overflowed 
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that lies in 


your eyes! 


Why tolerate dull looking. red streaked 
tired-feeling eyes another second? A few 
drops of EYE-GENE. 


I 
eye specialists for over 20 years, will 
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recomme nded by 


cleanse. soothe and refresh your eyes in 
seconds. Sate and «<== sS=> —) 
sure. EYE-GENE with 
Lexatol combines eye 
bath and lotion—is 
crystal-clear—wont 









stain. Celebrities use 
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Droppet bottles—so 
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Olga put the tea cosy on her head. “See, Mrs. Harbottle, now I'm a_pageboy.” 

A new life began for her: chance had Marjory who seduced Chetty with the 
set her down in the world of the Ha aid of a confirmation dress—was a young 
bottles, and the Harbottles invited her to mother now, and indeed so was Chetty 
regard herself a semi-invalid, and stay Betty Tweedie, née Betty Brock of the 
“We won't try to think what youre to blood compact, wore the Florentine 
do next,” she was told You've had a pages smock of the pregnant. Madge 
shock.” She must get well; time enough considered the compact still operative 
later to try to think. “But I shall ask and reproached Betty with her marriage 
about wigs immediately—you look too Betty defended it, her face softening as 
dreadful.” she described Michael, her marrying, 

Olga snatched the tea cosy from her lumber-king husband; but Madge could 
breakfast tray and put it on. She was remember the same softened expression 
sitting up in a big four-poster bed, her from other times, other circumstances 
first morning's sun pouring into the room and was deeply offended 


visiting het See, Mrs 
I am a black pageboy.” 


My look 


and her hostess 
Harbottle 


You are 


now 


indeed dear, you 


splendid, you must never wear anything 
else 

The new life paraded all the family 
before the fascinated girl. Her day had 
begun really some hours earlier: she had 
wakened at five-thirty to a _ piercing 


whistle from the garden, had padded 
across the strange room in bare feet to 
see, below her, the family hoyden return 
ing from a morning dip. Three wet and 
woolly dogs filed along behind. When 
they reached the near lawn the four 
early risers broke rank and raced up 
and down as if demented. An hour later 
Olga’s door burst open 


awake? Just thought I'd see 
this.” Her visitor produced 


bottle, a 


‘Jou 
Brought you 
her poison 
the latest acquisition gently expiring on 


wired jam jar, with 


the blotting paper. “Bagged it in the 
rushes.” Ribbed wings shuddered; in- 
sect legs made queer lethargic passes 
‘Believe it’s wringing its little hands 
Isn't it sad?” 

Not many days after Olga arrived 
Madge celebrated a birthday; she turned 
nineteen. “Never felt so beastly rotten 


in my life,” she confided. “I could vom.” 


That afternoon though, she held her own 


with the lustiest of some score of Old 
Girtonians that she had gathered in, 
from points distant as Vancouver and 


the Okanagan, to help celebrate 

She organized a hockey game (“Bags 
I!” all shouted, scrambling for the sticks 
brought out of retirement), and she cap- 
tained the home team. Home team won. 
Later came pitched warfare with butter- 
fly nets on the bottom lawn. Young la- 
dies streamed to and fro across the land- 
scape, the old school spirit recaptured; 
everyone was splendid. Marjory—the 
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All this Olga learned in the evening 
for Madge’s custom was to appear in 
her pyjamas for a “pi-jaw” before bed 
She would fling herself across the coverlet 


and thrash about on it, talking 
not, of 
“God! 


end till 


often as 
march of the 
that 


Cripes, it 


the relentless 
Life The long hol 
you kick the bucket! 
can't happen too soon.’ 
“Yes true!” Olga 
with pleasure And now 
little 


about 


years 


wont 


true, would exclaim 


shall we talk 
death for a Madge? 
talking little 
would look positively flushed with 
the indigo had 
artificial tan 
Harbottles’ 
the 
the 


about while 
Olga 
while 
health, for 


death for a 


peeled away 
to reveal an 

Life at the 
difference, 
house. Her 
the Pawlenkos 


had 


house 


this one 


subtle that was a 


male own Busseys’, the 
were female hous 
and Donald 


determined the sex 


Plecas’ 
es Here the 
the Mercers 
Mrs. Harbottle, among 
acquiesced in it; as for the 
youngsters (soon not absent but home for 


Colonel and 
outside 
reared brothers 
two absent 
their long summer break, present and in 
underfoot; they quickly adopted 
they 

male 


and 


deed 
Olga), 
This 


fortable 


other 
large and 
Donald 


servant 


canceled out each 


Was com- 


had 


shortage 


house 
understaffed 
had his say about the 
“Another triumph of today’s high stand- 


ard of living,” he once explained. Today 
everyone insisted everyone get highest 
wages Highest wages demanded highest 
standards of work, which left servants 

as a class they were middling compe 
tent—in the big cities half the time job- 
less and drawing their insurance. Not- 
withstanding Donald's theories, however, 


the Harbottle kitchen did have its China- 
man; and a housemaid came by day; and 
then week a woman came to 
do the floors, and a gardener came to do 
the garden, and Mercer Senior came in- 


twice a 
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Donald wa pendin i \ 
tt illey befor inother te 
cultural college He wore an impres 
vandage ibout A head ind 
believe I fell into the hands of 





Over 550 skilled pilots ly TCA’s fleet 





quently singled out for praise 


Your personnel seems dedicated 
me of the better airlines,” 





Some have 2 and 3 million flying miles to their credit. 





“The splendid personalities...alertness... 
of the TCA employees I met”’ 


— TCA Passenger Citation 





One ilwa » hit wor 1 when tl 
} tra el 1 ‘ lict 
Tt + le + + 
t var t = oh itt ¢ 
t three child by TCA st 


- Passenger Citation 
I toto N k ( ) 
} 


/ 
TRANS-CANADA AIR LINES 


ONE OF THE WORLD’S GREAT AIRLINES 


MACLI 








show a curlosity abo 
Olga, are there some 


feel strongly about?” | 


you picked up your Eng 


lations of Russian classics 


lidnt your grandmother 
He¢ isked Do yOu ree 
lishes What's strawberr 
Kactly s borsch? What 
ibout cabbage soup? 

do you wea! i locket’ 
our mother die? rd 


read Trollope 


He listened in silet 


ing at her? When she suspected a secre 


I Wa difficult to rua 4 
hind the eyet 
imusement. she told he 


was good-natured and 


that is new Affectionate 
I think he, the rescued 
certain claims on hi 

is how | wish 1 I ow 
tld Harbott H nt 
tha ve he tri 
ha Ye om la Ol 
Now I shall | 7 
lal 


When they talked a 
approach was 
of who saved whom 

You cannot rememb 
acro the carpe 
Frankly, no 

That is strange, | t 
Another time she said 
ire happy that®* vour mot! 
has a brave son. I expec 

Oh. dyou mean m 
Stand up to him pretty we 
I do give him dirty looks 


the dressing 


You know tha not 
Well. vo are ver I 

It seemed fairly cert 

ring nothing he 


prevalent belief and thot 


hero of the fire 
avoided speakin ot 
ivoidance went witt 
phlegm, the pipe. Trollop 
Again Olg chful 





assumed the rescuer role 


him a faint proprietary 
What other explanation 

But if only she could 
If only. she thought, he 
Good Lord I didn't 


hai did | Olga?” How 


ertainty never seemed 


had determined to take 


be obliged to take alon 
rtainty as well 
Unquestionably ther 

proprietary air though 


innin 


¢ n ie told h If 
Anothe time 
thing Didnt tt zo 


) noth 
She ! 
Olea tro | 
ypen | Och ) 
I gd head ) oO 
He nted Id 
j ' 
} tod tt 





t was a changed Donald 





row bandage. Was 


} 
pet t chan 


C onscientiou 


ive. and now sh thou 
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down. feel the air coming through. Your 
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Olga remembered Marcelyn’s warning, ‘‘Never trust any man.’’ Was she right? 


taken to habushka?” Donald asked 
Il am not ilous of Lucy, either 
()| j 
It i ou who are jealous of Nick, 
\ Ik Olga why have you 
i to / i 
It is m i hushka, you think 
» 
NO 
No 
Miah ou look too Russian 
That wt ood Wha on 
tI i ’ please except Com 
munism? 
Well, one of them burned off my eye- 


Brother did it. 
Little Brother All Tol 


Tolstoi? 


DOY Was 


return to the hahushh 


ind she w determined that Donald must 
never learm the reason for that, let alone 
limpse her without it, bald like a Rus 
ian boy—Olga prompted You know 
then, what Little Brothers think about 


Tolstoi, y 
Ye 
Oh? How know, Donald?” 
here i leak in se 


friend.” 


do you 


‘nd who has a 


Who can you know 


The friend friend 

Tell me who 

Can't you guess, Olga? What crashes 
the barriers of religion and class and 
race? What laughs at locksmiths? Howie 
Merce! my man. He has a number in 
the enemy camp, some Nature Girl re 


joicing in the name of Eudoxia. He calls 


her Doxy. She tells him everything about 


The Hermitage He 


says she’s mad over 


Eudoxia Yefimovna! I know her! 


he exclaimed, astonished and angry 


She is fat! 


He looked at her sideways, then he 
looked down at his feet It could be.’ 
He stood up You must excuse me 
Olga, old scout—yjust remembered it’s 
my day to shave 

He ambled off. She leaned  farthet 
back and stared up into the blue 

Old Scout The expression, in Don 
ild iccents, haunted her It was ranch 
el ois, and the Harbottles, she had 
1oted, employed it to speak to the 
oungsters. (0 one affectionately regarded 
horse, and to three woolly dogs. And now 
o het Old scout! 

Yet Donald had, as promised, given 
her his picture; even her grandmother ad 
mitted it was encouraging Then 
more heartening to her than the picture 
was his behavior the evening before, quite 
sarly, while the light still held, when the 
two had strolled to a secluded cove of 
the lake to swim. He had gone in bare 
(“Never have worn things—I don’t sup- 
pose you mind? and they had swum 


ibout offshore 


and presently had paddled 


into the warm shallows Donald lay 


naked in the shallows, then naked on the 


he took pride, she 1 


supposed, in 








well-made body. She had the expected 
ANOW IC de ot Stk I cs ind art photo 
iphs, but found living flesh had a qual 
y of rightness, o earthiness 
lever imagined. Lying a little apart she 
pondered whether he was letting his flesh 
say for him those things he never put in 
words because it is not th rancher 
code, very likely 
Against Donald’ on the sand though, 
she had to set Donald with Howard. On 
the day his friend was to leave for col- 





lege, Howard Mercer strolled up from 


sharply, “Yes 
But 


essive mood, and said 


you may visit us for a few minutes 


Donald has just said he is off to pack his 
bag M vself 1 will wait over here ne 
cause you will be gone again probabl 


in a few minutes 


hoked Mercer re 


Donald 








in Silence, with his calm air of masculine 
imu nent nen nh Xf} ion rned 
owlish. St recognized that twink ot 
the ey that announced he saw another! 
opport to turn a situation to sexual 
ALCLOL nt At ONCE ne regretted ner st 1d 
for Mercer always won. She strode fur 
ously across to the wisteria and pretended 
to inspect it 

Mercer peered at the brow bandage 
Donald, boy he said you look like 
the loser in a hunky love triangle 

And she fled indoor before it ot 
worse. Mercer with innocent! wonder! 
watched her pass nd a he slammed 
the glass doors she heard him ask Do 


you think she’s a virgin 


She allowed them fifteen minutes for 


talk 


smoke 


room then she Urs ick 
out again. The two—-they were discussing 
Lucy, and both were chuckling—‘Veered 
off in generalities. Briskly they ended 
their session: and Mercer said good-by 


and left 
But the 


snatch of overheard conversa 





MACLEAN’S 


tion, the awkwardly veiled conclusions 
were enough to provide her with means 
to torment herself as long as Donald was 


to be away from home. She thought, So 
after all Lucy may still appeal! Perhaps 
het randmother was right: and Mar 


She remembered Lucy 
Marcelyn 


celyn 


had onc 


given a imitation that wen 


Never trust any man, darling 


Perhaps Marcelyn knew best 


June passed into July The apples 
swelled in the orchards, Madge roved the 


lake in her catboat, the children trailed 


marine life into the house or left wet 
bathing suits on cha cushions. Olg 
and her grandmother stayed on The 


girl's father wrote he planned returning 


home: but he never came. Instead 

insurance adjustor came: he asked her 

great number of questions, as did a de 
at about this same time Then 
officials came from the county 





prosecutor's office and certain testimony 


Mrs 


and so forth 


Gombov's utterance in 
How 


groaned one officer 


was taken 


the park ambi 















s ipped tn Ol h oO nr 4 S | i 0 
see she hasn’t.”) 

On dav Olg visited he levas ed 
ho She saw a lengtt yf chim S Pp 
ped off at the top, its fireplac ip 

ickly in the ope All else was 
charred ruin; it formed a ground p 
that st half ne size 
the house had bee 

Without its house e st-pocke 
Oo ward looked ore desolate € 
fore Cold, fiv ears Dack killed 
the ees, and sooner than replant d 
wait twelve years for fruit Alex Stepa- 
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ge 


nyskaya had abandoned his orchard and 
that “to 


the ground for 


set out year of disaster search 


gold.” Olga was long ac- 


customed to the melancholy spectacle of 


black brittle limbs; indeed she enjoyed 
it ‘This is how life is,” she had often 
murmured to herself. In moonlight the 
orchard had seemed to her fancy some 


thing o of Dante, one of the circles ol 
h h the poet-inquisitor had mired 
his victims with a sense of geometr 

orderly in space they reached up twisted 


withering arms, in Vain imploring merey 
heaven 


the 


of a vengeful 
tite »S VAS i >< c A 

Dant Wa heaven of St 

kindly Angli- 


vicar Of St 


not 


ladimu nuch less the 


can heaven served by the 





John’s. Curious to hear its vica Olga 
accompanied the women of the house 
to their church one Sunday in July I 
clergyman who couldnt exorcise so 
much as a wart, or gnat was noted for 
his mellifluous praying voice, and Olga 
stened with a dreamy pleasure to its 
music She watched him too, slyly 
tween her fingers He was all bland 


tubbiness and shiny 


spectacles and pink 


shiny baldness, a Pickwick in surplice 


who beamed at heaven as he rendered up 





to it man bird song: and she was ré 
minded of Donald remark that th 
ranchers didn’t so much praise the Lo 
as regale him 


summer afforded her, too, an 


Her 


sight into the Colonel leading his hard 


ranching life—slaving was the favored 


local word. Olga had her own opinion 
of the valley complaint, which was that 


fruit ranchers slaved and fruit ranching 
never made anyone a cent. Slavery wit! 
the Colonel was apt to involve jumping 


up to exclaim, “Must be off. Still fight 


the weevil yY KNOW or Must be off 
Got to prop the trees He would ther 
search out the Mercers, father and son 
who would be sitting somewhere under 


a tree of swelling Winesaps out of sight 


of the house, yarning, and he would joke 
with them for perhaps ten minutes. Then 
he might well disappear with his fishin 


ear for the morning Such was hi 
nartyrdom to work that late in Jul 
e treated his wife and himself to a fo 
night in Victoria, and b nid-Augt off 
he wen iin, this time for te da 
immer manoeuvres with the Blue He 


on Light Horse reserve armor egiment 


Mrs Harbottle too had inexpected 
sides to her: this summer Olga discovered 
she was a dedicated gardener rowing 


under transplanting 





dividing occ g to. her 
plant encoul King them 


y wanted drinks, or in moments of 





vexation scolding them. Some of h 
p its ved indoors and when she wasn 
out, fork or trowel in hand, she might 
ofte be found briskly sponging th 
of a hallway aspidistra or poki 
li food pills into its soi One d 
she spotted a rattlesnake in her rocke 
she watched it, waiting until i noved 
safe distance from the rock geranium be 





for illing on the Colonel to 


summer's end 
Mrs. Har e did want he 
Donald rett rned 


Olga’s de 


convinced 
hott ibout when 


home at Christs 





votion to the son was no se 
> 
Irom the mother, but it was 





1 what‘ light she regarded it: her menta 
p 10t easv to follow For 
n anything was to be mad 
of apropos of Donald's 
turn? “I shall only insist vou we 
headkerchief night and day until yo 
hair grows in again, my dear, for 

¢ easons, if that’s what I mean 
<} i 
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sheets. Presently, however, he would “see 


iv through” the girl familiarity would 
show her up”; it would be revealed to | 
eres Bussey was walking home. In im that the girl was as cheap and vulgar 
AShipka, earlier in the night, his for- 4S her surroundings. After all. At this 0) a 4] 
tunes had taken a turn for the worse point he would make an interesting pe 
This was something that happened pretty sonal discovery: he was, he would t 
regularly; every time it caught him by himself, “in a false position.” He had 

























surprise though, and he wondered why been in just such a false position with +o cho arouhd 
life was so badly managed, and wondered Fanta—the little tramp 





what possessed him to do the things he Up ahead, between tree trunks, vivid 
lid flashes lit the black sky. They came out 
He had posed both questions as, dusty of the river—the short cut still followed 
ind tired, he plodded along in the dark the Tansey. Bussey. plodding along, w 
Then he had thought, suddenly enraged approaching this light—it moved slowly 
Fanta too! The old story with Fanta upstream toward him. It flared from 
wrong time, wrong place, wrong woman pitch-pine torches 
When he struck off along the river short Four Indian canoes advanced abre 
cut he was breathing hard, and his face up the river. Four statues stood in the ; j 
was working His mouth was dry from bows, and spears, twice a man’s length Gasolines and other oil products 
the dusty walk and there was a biiter- poised over the water. Bussey thought, it ‘ 
ness inside him must te the time of the sluon ren: @ are available at hundreds of 
Whatever did possess him? To send river must be choked with fish; and he 
i loaded dinner table crashing through stopped to watch the flickering spectac outlets in Canada at varying 
swing doors—that was nothing. Once He saw a darting movement; angry 
like the French partisans of 1945—he had lashings of foam; a wheeling arc—and ric a d lit 
haved off a girl’s hair. (When it was Once again a sull figure in the prow. What P ats a 
half grown in again, she herself shaved Bussey saw was curiously black and 
it off again, pretended to the newspapers ind cinematic; he felt he had seen it all 
e'd shaved it off again. What a mixup! before; and then he remembered his 
She was Irish, he remembered.) Another nights on location. On location—far-off 
time—now this was perhaps the craziest happy days! In Tarzan Meets Sitting Bull 
act of his life—he had jumped clear Bussey had played an anonymous chief am 
through a closed window. Thelma and tain. (A heavy: possessor of a British 7 o/7 Ks 
he had quarreled and separated, and voice, he had to be heroic or villainous Scores of Canadian companies y V \ 
from behind a window he had watched that was a Californian axiom. Not that i dk 
her father’s house for two days. When he'd had lines in Tarzan—he'd never had d j h il h j 
Thelma appeared in the doorway he lines; he'd grunted; but runted with a - ongege as = ow o 3, Ss 4, 
had simply leaped forward. He had British accent.) H fi om) eal) 7 
needed fifty-four stitches He moved on again. How he envied all competing for the VC . K 
W hatever possessed him? those bloody Indians with no Fantas to i 7 “e s\\ (ec - ’ 
Well, anyway. now it was Fanta; and harass them! Could they adopt him int consumer $ dollar. wv 1_.- 
he was fed up. Whai I’ve been through! their tribe, what a wonderful way to | Z | ¥ 
he thought. That ghastly scene tonight! low! It suddenly occurred to him he lived 
He had fled the farmhouse but his in a wide, wide world. The Indians’ was 
troubles were only beginning; he couldn't @s_ self-contained as the Blue Heron 
remember another occasion quite as ranchers; his own world of Marcelyn : 
sticky. “Never been so fed up,” he ex- and the spaniels and Mercer's leavings 
pressed it to himself. savagely muttering, was the minutest fragment of the whole They compete with each other in 
his face working away in the dark By heaven, yes! there were other world 


His mind reverted to that fading one 


the world of the Hollywood extras. How 


Two months back he had enquired of 


Mercer about the stranger in jeans 
jumping from infinitely far away and long ago! And 


bringing out more and better 


Fan—whom he surprised 


products each year, especially 


the tall chest of drawers. He had learned he recalled its delights—the camarader 
she came from Shipka, where her par- the dressing up, that ripple of excitement 
ents farmed. She lived with them and 4mong the boys and girls at Central Cast improved gasolines for today's 
Bussey was welcome to her (and them) ing when Thalberg decided that the Ba 
Any time he was welcome to “leavings tille should not be stormed by Coleman more powerful en ines 
Bussey had flinched at the word but ac- =!" an act of solitary heroism, but by a g , 
cepted Mercer's offices, and, through mob of thousands 
him, made Fanta’s acquaintance. Then That phrase. now—to lie low—why 
all summer he had plodded nightly back had it not occurred to him rlic H 
and forth between Tapleytown and Ship- could go underground. He told himself 
ka it was, really, a duty he owed himself P 
He supposed, now, that at the begin- He could “disappear, probably in th They compete vigorously for your 
ning he might have mentioned something ¢'a! bloody direction of Los Angel 


or other about making an honest woman And why not? 


business, knowing that you will 


of Mercer's castoff But, by Heaven! Groaning he thought his though 
was a man to be held accountable for he puffed and dragged aion he short h f f th lit 4 
every casual utterance? Again, he be- cut left the Tansey; day was dawning $ op 0 e qua ' y, price, 


lieved tonight he had thrown a few Other times he'd returned by midnight 
Marcelyn objected to late hours and, be 


sticks of furniture about the room. Was and service you like. 


making free with a few sticks of furni yond a point, it never paid to ignor 


Marcelyn’s objections. For a short pained 


ture supposed to commit a man to an 


unsuitable marriage? Fanta’s parents space he pictured the reception that mi 
ippeared to think it. Seemingly so lax await him. Then he thought once again 
at first, they had all along played a low of Los Angeles. Where the sun would 
and dirty game, Fanta’s parents. Tonight come he could see a burning rim of th tas : ‘ 
they hadn't actually taken down from hilltop. As the first beams came slipping Competition among oil companies ensures 
the wall the traditional shotgun, but cer down the hill slopes to throw a lon 
tainly the old farmer had mentioned fire- walking shadow behind him, he thought 4 wide variety of products and keeps prices low. 
arms once of another sunrise. Again on location 
Bussey had no intention to marry he'd Jain in the sand dunes that time ; 
They had none of them grasped “the he'd watched it with his Mexican-Amet 
eutter” business and “false position.” 4M, an extra, who had dirt behind h 
When first he saw any ‘attractive young ¢4rs. Safely out of sight across the way 
girl in cheap and vulgar surroundings, cinematic Indians attacked a wagon 
into his mind would flow images of flow- camp. In the sand dunes He moaned =sso IMPERIAL Oil LIMITED 
ers among nettles, diamonds in gutters But then suddenly he felt better: he 
He would itch to pluck, to rub away mud shad reached a decision. It seemed to hap 
encrustations, until (abandoning imagery) pen through some chemical process rath 





he could see the result between silk bed- er than by taking thought. He would 


MACLEAN’S MAGAZINE, DECEMBER 8, 1956 7 
































, S xpe 
’ ” p 9 mn Cc Ww eG 
i did it to a - 
Mi 7 
. . (C 
. KpeEc 
. ‘ hes 
e C XP 
» wr 
y C ) t 
} 2 people 
‘ Howie? ( e < 
ri . k Come o 
| ost “ 
N eG 1 here? D 
W Dox Y< 
Nat ( i 
p “ Dox Lucy 
I g KO Dox i 
S} C » his she { 
{) Co 
rn | | 0o ( t 
Dox { } 1 <} 
r) \ bout her ne 
‘ } Tt} h 
A _ c “ 
Sh 1 I x sé ne lo oO 
K 2 , . N e G h 
h h ' f F n 
i lowed a i no oO 
S} 
: , hen Merc shed 
J ) 
H , ' B iroom. Doxy 2 cn 
Fi b | ) [ | F ati , , 
| i ‘ = t a 
; ; : ocked the door. Ne 
) | ’ [ to r 
, ( n 
’ ht | j Fd I evel occurred to Luc 
I fo nm and } fatl 
‘ 4 L tl i u AS 
For a fortnight s yst ) 
: > } t S armchair und 
t pty | St wn | ; 
t r tir ht t 1 r n ¥ 
y | } xt roo t ound hat her a . ' C iking up and putt 
. , n ) OOK, O ir cocked, one h 
) if i ) r rt 
4 hi W b n , . : , f ) g S Ong th h " 
M ( P . O yh she |} 
) ) Oo pr ! tood Oo f oO : 
: *p'? ; 
) Wil I to ) she wa Dp 
) ( , } tudio I ) | DO . pi 
j ) i 
. ’ { i ' C num ynd 
) j ( j 
r | r r r r — 
‘ fo f Ok yf ft lo Wit ‘ oueg perhaps Ow 
7 : ) { 1 } ) / f +} 
I } ] tie 1 to flo { L oO ) ! uO mS immaLle ‘ 
' scMs , | | pro hoto | vent olf to 1 believing she 
, M ( p j if I pn i , 
m , ’ ) WOr ymMe rt of victor 
I ) V oaked ‘ po fo Doo 1 effo . ‘ ( ( 
I ! Tt +} 
wan ii ot oO int hough te of photo I nother ho ough, deciding f 
j , ' } } 
H f yom had [ il smell the dustt f yt or , ! Oat, sn orgave him everythin 
' . v ' c 4 
. oe, ie Tr S} i fy n | 1 nr r nen th 
1 ‘ yf ) f toba oO perfum dustbin then not t j tro j > supped om ded propped open 
! tf} Te inor he f - : . 
{ do nd pomade. She'd had tn mind verythin Already, thought Lucy — - isicep expecting u 
rm ; | hand x ft L to ' . " t 
ht ’ : 
i fo } if for Me oO l Ss through. She woke at seve 
j 
} 1 1 
| ! th | b ! , 0 fat lid Clot} S} XA f uch refreshe 
! | ! I , tale He n > > > : 
! de : no OT na n nter 1 it thar wardrot Tt Dest uit Marce vn had She | ne ind she sighed discoura 
Read M ssp Oo I 1 nt fancy she heard old. Fondly sh xamined the wigs, tl ediy. She lay in her bed, a square of sur 
Ma ilked b n high f oans and bellows of shocked protest carroty one the purple-grape, the won ight on the floor, mocked by her ow 
| Of fo in t oO peda } " I } inderhand and a sad Iittl lerfu ea-green on that appeared so we deing, resenting it: she’d have pr 
' i ' j ' ' fer t > +t } Ps 
owl Veil tlon vith h m { letting Daddy down blond and splendid on film. Sh KXamined re d to be spent. a limp rag, wi 
Qin th viaathe n M id (100d | ! 0 i thi ount he urgical applia ind theatric Nake Merc noring and unshaven and lumpy 
} +} 1 1 
) h ) y } otio Op . nitu ip boxes he examined iderclothe B 1s or he pillow ilongside Inst 
ooh ) | ) ) ) { ‘ } xplored tl veath | corse new " Mercer wa 1 the bathroom: she ‘co 
} ‘ ’ 7 f s rT 
i | | ) I 1 ( S oul fF w out draw tor Oo 1apsho oO ( wo 1a willed wate and il in Pre 
ith you ir. H Ry Is, thum prodding, exam each attire, scribbled endearments acro ently she slipped into one of Marcelyn 
| omfort. I ! hie suit ! inin At first quickly lk " ulty child their middl Under thi wall wvoOa Ppeignoirs and made coffee 
lon ‘ f Well, good-! darhit iking rul then in urely fashion packet of naughty pictt She was seated and munching toast 
J } oaurded th h rew abso ! he canned vel Poor Daddy'” She wa viva i mal when he appeared. He stoop 
j od horn Sh nt | own t ind old t document But vd tired of her d i into ed to peck her cheek i husband 
ikhal OPposi th H 0 ) ‘ ned uf ddened het if he h her owr fe to live: she had breakfast-hour kiss: the husband illusio 
\ o M , hro \ thoucl h fat ui died I tt How 1 pro ! ome { owed her a moment's delight 
rod . sin f thou! ‘ \ il view be done the Whe he'd t M He eased down opposite You < 
| » round i l Ni lected mall a nula of Marcelyn plan and np oO tak | hat stuff awa Al! cht. th 
M r appeared throu the break tion ind she felt tl pathos ol in he'd shown disco iwing lack of entl coffee Presently for a plit second 
Ws OM h ta ind hi n. She fel ! mportance All had been vanit She Siasm. Somethin lust b lo met her gaze What's biting vou? That 
t not be iu f anvthin tt two wondered. was every Ife is full of un On he bicycle one day soon after, tart? She left hours ago. Oh my God 
of them had or hadnt done, but p finished business? Her father’s, where it she overtook him I hung-over 
heca then wa May and now Vil offered to he ispection drawe ifter I can’t come toni Her father had familiarized her witl 
i stl } . 4 ’ . ° ’ 
Septemb tim lestroyed any world lrawe! emed a scrap heap ot abandon- We when you can, Howie male ear ishness: she 
Howard Cs] ially She put away he! cd interests But it was three weeks before he tended hi n ther vy 
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marital implications to warm her. She 
thought, bite my head off, darling; I'll be 
tractable. Sitting across from her bad 
tempered, hung-over Howard she won- 


dered whether her half of the loaf was 


not after all more satisfying. It wasn't 
romantic love but it was a step beyond 
the boundary she'd reached in the Dutch 
clover in fay 

When it was apparent she intended to 
spare him remonstrance he thawed 
They sat over cigarettes and more coffee 
on the veranda and something of h 
cocksure old manner returned, and he 
teased for a little. By the time he was 
obliged to leave for his day’s work in the 


Harbottle orchards his disposition had 
become downright sunny 

Thanks for everything’—he had 
melting smile Lucy girl. And if youre 
worried about my box lunch, don't be 
Helen will bring it to me. Bye-bye 

She watched him strike down the road 
way, loving him. But then she made the 
beds, and the twin hollows in her father's 
bed numbed her morning spirits; in a 
more emotional time of day than after 
breakfast, she reflected, another girl 
would have wept Lucy scarcely ever 
wept Marcelyn wept too often, het 
father too often for a man. Lucy felt 
that at any cost her life ought to be man 


aged differently. She was secretly proud 


of her iron control. Then she emptied 
ash trays, in her mind’s ear Marcelyn’s 
daily resolve Next week we'll spring 
clean Then she flopped into the ham 


mock with her book 


In late November came the first snow 
Marcelyn had been too optimistic: now 
she wrote on a postcard from Los An 
geles, “Not any sign of your Daddy, the 
rat.” She continued to work the suburbs 
there. Rain and more snow ushered in 
December, a cold snap followed, and the 
lake froze hard. Madge Harbottle hunted 
coyotes each dawn, surprising them far 
from cover on the ice, the snap and clat 
ter of her motorbicycle echoing from 
the surrounding hills. Nick Yevchenko 
watched the sport through army-stores 
binoculars, sitting on the lakefront in an 
army jeep, concerned less with Madge 
than with her bones 

Lucy in this winter discovered fresh 
means to complicate her life. She in 
volved herself with Mercer’s wife Helen 

Mercer had once or twice between 
the early snows put in a day’s work on 
the Bussey orchard. He'd stayed on after 
work so that, for Lucy, it might have 
been last May again. But after Christmas 
Eudoxia Yefimovna Ewanochka’ was 
back; Lucy endured five nights of her 
sought consolation in five matrimonia 
breakfasts, five ungracious pecks on the 
cheek, five slow thaws over veranda 
coffee 

By the last of these mornings Mercer 
had quarreled with his Doxy. It was 
morning of virtuous indignation and good 
resolves She insulted Helen,” he ex 
plained. “I didn't go for that. Helen’s a 
good girl.” 

“I’m sure she is 

“Yes. So good-by, Doxy.” He put down 
his empty cup on a storm-window’s ledge 
stretched his limbs in his chair. “Good 
old Helen. I wish you'd be ‘riendlier with 
her—-I believe she’s lonely. She knows | 
lead the double life.” 

Double! I planned a double life for 
you, Howie. You lead a tripie one.” 

He looked pleased. “Lucy girl.” 

“How is she—Helen? The usual 
things? Does it show? 

“Not yet. You like to be its godpar 
ent?” 

She cocked an eyebrow—her father’s 
trick. “I think we Busseys don’t quite 
make the grade as godparents.” 


He was suddenly suspicious, suddenly 
stern: if a rebuke was implied, this was 
something forbidden his women. “Do 
you mind?” 

“I don’t mind.” 

Not complaining?” 

‘No, Howie.’ 

Think of poor Helen.” 

Yes 

Funny thing.” He softened again 
“Helen. Now she cares less I care more 
You believe me? I worry about her some 
times.” 

Perhaps it's your age. You're steady 
ing down.” She wanted a steadied-down 
Howard, within specified limits 

And that’s another thing,” he said 

This other thing, it came out, was that 
he felt concern for his powers. “I get 
this pain,” he told her. He was thirty 
he thought he might be senile at thirty 
two: he had read something somewhere 
Besides, he had noticed grey hairs—yust 
suppose, now, all his hair fell ou 

Lucy nodded gloomily Howard, she 
thought, anti-romantic to the end. Wel 
might this be the beginning of the end 
too: she shrank in her wicker chair; the 
glassed-in veranda overlooked the lake 
and she stared out at the snow and ict 
Useless to argue: for one thing, he didn't 
listen to women. and for another, to 
hold him she always bowed to his judg 
ment. (Which had its reward: when How 
ard insulted her intelligence it pleasantly 
excited her feminine nature.) And so to 
day she was to suppose his hair would 
fall out because he had read something 
somewhere. She must hope he woul 
read something else somewhere else 

She watched him off to work—another 
moment out of married life, she reminded 
herself. He had a cocky walk she had 
never properly noticed before; but h 
had, he had, he was the triumphing mak 
Because of his male swagger, doors open 
ed to him, better judgments deferred to 
his, women adored him and men be 
friended him—he would speak of keep 
ng women in their place and men would 
find it in their hearts to forgive him 
Because he was without meanness of 
spirit. almost everything was forgive! 
him. And he needed all the forgivin 
ivailable thought Lucy and he was 
positively the worst man an unmarried 


ri could know. Wrong man, wron 
time 


There was comfort in disloya 
thoughts; Lucy in the ensuing weeks had 
time for thought; a solitary existence had 
become her normal mode of life. As wit 
many another solitary, she took to talk 
ing things over with herself—in the be 
ginning quietly, under breath; then less 
quietly, the level whispers of January 
becoming March’s groans and exclama 
tions, very reminiscent of her fathe 
Lucy drifted back and forth through 
cluttered, dusty rooms (wearing a Mar 
celyn peignoir and duplicating Marcelyn’s 
movements) in hoarse and glassy-eyed 
soliloguy. She discussed with herself the 
enigmas of life and the shortcomings of 
Howard Mercer 

The less she saw of him the more he 
occupied her mind. By the spring he so 
monopolized it that love’s fever ha 
made her dull. Too restless for them 
she couldn’t bother with books any mor 
couldn't settle to any prolonged effort 
she sat by the radio instead with Marce 
lyn’s old film magazines on her lap. One 
morning, the morning of a laconic post 
card from San Francisco, she suddenly 
recollected Marcelyn’s parting advice 


when life got rough, she was to do some 
thing interesting with her hair. So sh 
spent the morning with her hair; thea 
deciding after a can-opener lunch to 
make a day of it, spent the afternoon 
with her eyebrows and lashes and nails 
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The success of this day determined her 
thereafter mornings found her slumped 


by the radio, listening to air serials while 


washes and rhues sets and fixes set 
fixed, dried, took. Daily her eyebrows 
assumed new teeper slants her eyes 
iW, more darin onger lengths of lash 
ind now no.more were h ails b 
rhubarb reds; instead she experimented 
ith old-gold tints. While the nails dried 
he twisted the dial beside he erial t 
il 
On Ve oO en On {) 
| \ nobl flered from tl 
ct of weak men named John: o in 
' ed forth a de ed Tchaikovshk i 
tisers talked of flaked soap. How sad 
Wi t how rp ! ter ’ 
se ladi ith the prodiem m 
stful. too oh e her agon } kc 
) ne Pi sent! n ‘ ! t fl pp 
ough the ma in H in posed 
th a iet O dic ) 
shed cI VT en € oO 1 
charm; still it was only their point 
of resemblance to Mg the ph 
Mercer, that counted 
sometimes she would phone Olga, the 
two would meet in town fo od 


Olga’s stay with the Harbottles had ex 
tended itself indefinitely; she was nursin 
Madge, whose femur, she reported, wa 


on the mend 


Nick put her in a Thomas splint like 
itInins He 1s very lev Nich The 
motorcycle is at the bottom of the lake.” 


She said she would bring along the first 


id enthusiast one day to meet Lucy 


I think. He 


I say. he believes he 1s in 


You will like him too 

nice and 

ove with you. But I tell him you have 

old toenails then perhaps he will fall 
> out of love 


Yes, you tell him that,” Lucy laughed 


Sometimes another distraction from 


the monotony of her days, an acquaint 


ince came to call; and the acquaintance 


might be Helen Mercer, for, to please 
Howard, Lucy began to cultivate his 
wife. A year of Blue Heron had changed 
the young mother: she looked dazed no 
onger. she had adjusted to homestead 
life. to her father-in-law, above all to 


the hired hand, her husband. She 
eclaxed and cheerful, and perhaps it was 
LO De expected it would not have been 
too different had she married into slum 
life in England where the girls survive it 
Still, she wanted for friends. She was 
unexacting, which helped, because Lucy 
it first behaved badly. Lucy expected a 
stage-play situation of irony and artifice 
chatting over the teacups, she felt wick 


d and worldly and full of secret knowl- 
dge; she was swept by conflicting im- 
pulses so that one minute she patronized 
her new acquaintance and the next talked 
with spiteful double meaning. However, 


Helen 


proot against insult he 


her posturings went for nothing 


Mercer was 


seemed to attribute catty remarks to the 
natural manners of the country, a strange 
one, she must have thought, though no 
Stranger than its product, her husband 

I suppose all the men here are more 
or less like Howard? 

Exactly like said Lucy promptly 
What men do you know? 

Not many, really. There our father 
There’s the Glossops up the road 
Chester.’ 

Well, you see? 

But to assume goodwill in others wa 


it: Helen Mercer wa too dis 
arming to resist. And Lucy did 


to create 


re spond 

against her will at the start, but later 
before the summer passed, freely. Later 
she counted Helen as a persona! friend 
first, as Mercer's wife second 

She admitted: “Of course Howard and 
Chester aren't anything alike. You didn't 
I'd say it’s 


, aoe 
take me seriously heste! 
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who's typical. The ladies, God bless them! Yefimovy 
that kind of thing; fifty years behind ontxled 

the times. But Howard IS a Special typ could offe 

I should think He sounds IKC Puck The conf 

or Pan or something as tiresome I 
The little deat Hele smiled. “God 
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| r t 1 plopy | | 
wished d ved hind t f CK 
oad. Her nd ti yird chee 
i the midday q W approach- Well, to get back, here was my scrap 
c of cardboard saying, in effect I never 
Lucy pot ed out coffee i few drops deg; Dut if you want me, come on out 
of it in the child’s milk. The two friends Take me as I am. Never bring up the 
ixed 1 wicker chair from the topic of my desertion.’ So out I came 
eranda the lake glittered. dazed the I told myself any marriage is better than 
they stared out above it into space none, and that I would agree to married 
Lucy broke the silence Now. about life on whatever terms he proposed I 
Howard she begar “ sull very much in love with him 
Helen burst out laughing when I arrived here, and lucky too that 
I'm horribly nosy, I admit it, H [ was. I'd never have stood those first 
yu see wriggled in her months—or his fathe otherwise. But 
I'm fas d. Everything he iwient history As you Say In 
loe is so f cynical, he can’t upset me anymore. Yet 
Why. ves. it But he himself isn't I will say for the brute, he’s improvit 
he? Tell me. Do vou think Cathv’s a dont you think, Lucy? I work on him 
{ color? She had whooping cougt ou Know 
Yes I do Now all the gaps were filled in. Lucy 
That or else Chines Perhaps she felt she Knew as much as could be learn 
Chinese Certainly she ilks Chinese d of Howard Mercer 
itd be like Howard to claim vo And now there remained no mysteries 
cheated with a Chinese laundryman In the next few days she was to discove 
then half believe it she could for nis existence for a whole 
Yes. very like morning, a whole afternoon. Somethin 
He'd love to think vou share his Helen added before she resumed he 
Ps ZZ y vices stroll homeward, after the coffee, helped 
OPE OPCML LIN Before whooping cough it wa fo recover my senses last winter | 
J nps. Befo mump used to add ist twenty years to I 
B . in But Lucy was not to be deflected; 8° Helen said. “And would you be 
Orv. ut nett Be peatedly she ste d the conversatio lieve, it worked. It did t worked. And | 
heck iiiten’é tuhond Ghe wos onslk rathe picturing Howard at fift 
for Helen’s life os ie tenes oi You n sometime. | picture some 
nd sh ae ob as ~ & ; week meetin ess and less success wit! 
<= Pa tled he o f em Ir yee Ol r and oun r giris 
7 . v4 : ? ) ' 
Yd a ML C | H 10D ed I st — Dadd 
PY (js oe Why did | n? I suppose he Well, yes! 
. charmed ¢ he said H in b And they had parted cheerft 
wonderfu charn O strangers.” They giggly, and Ww 1 to gloo o 
had first met in AVonmouth. she a WREN Howard afterward 
craft We w ) came to reco eu her 1 eo 
CIVVIE n to vid C tion o Hele c I ose 1 pro 
t ad ind f faces j see | po tion iS n passion bsided She 
r i\ R k cknow ged ¢ pa on ‘sided. Y 
ind to Ss she s predic C ning: she k w now that Heler 
behavio he was cé g iB must Know—her manne iad shown 
cause then, you se » break lat If Helen could keep her head, Luc 
came ‘disciplinary action. | opeles thought she could 
| loved it; the idea of a rating SCIP After all this, recovery from her feve 
had a kind of secret excitement needed only time. The day came ver 
ido it e € ppose 0 I soon when she couldnt bother to follo 
i rank thing that separated through with some ine of though 
Burnett's ey nade me especially aware of the natura volving her Howard; she hadn't the pi 
yore Ce oy-girl thing. It kept me at hee tience; and she dismissed him from mind 
He disappeared very suddenly at the It occurred to her that she had thou 
end of the w the € ‘ Avo and fe there was to think and fe 
nouth dimmed the is de e about him unt the idea o Merce 
eappeared in d proposed. He wearied her 
seemed more t eve id She ied a postcard to a certa 
in vague terms he spoke of acres held in address in Oregon. She was cool and de 
Papen» eh Na “the west.” They married; on honeymoon ta h old self 





» 


The House of Seagram 





84 MACLEAN’S MAGAZINE DECEMBER 8, 195¢€ 





I miss you. No sign of the rat. Have 





contracted for harvesting. Asking Olg 
to stay with me. And Mummy! I've got 
over him.” 


Olga had lived with the Harbottles for 
better than a year. The winter past. Alex 
Stepany skaya had written his daughter to 
houses up for sale. Be 
lis, Madge Ha 


house hunt 


ook into 
th 





came ol 
ottle needed home nursing 
ig was postponed. But now Madge wa 
bout again, though on crutches: Olga 
returned to the hunt, supervising Madge’s 


physiotherapy betweenwhiles 





Her hair was grown in ind she 
once more wore her conventional braids 
he was nineteen 

She was nineteen, Madge was twent 

Specting a mustache soon. ‘Jou too? 


Madge said, turning twenty. For her 
irthday Madge invited a few friends in 
to drink pop and crash round the bed- 
oom,” crutches ruling out another sat 
ilia with butterfly nets on the bottom 


iwn. Madge continued to puzzle her 


iurse. The invalid would chatte ibout 
er life work—she now planned a return 


to school as games mistress and personal 
ounselor; and this led to the other 


chatter about blood compacts and pup 


tents, and the dark thoughts of life, the 
ong ho Olga was in theoretical agree- 
nent, fervently so, about the long hol 
icking the bucket, and so on; at the 
same time, much like a_ professional 
iurse, she never really listened to a bed 
patient. As a result, in spite of the lon 
hours together and much talk, Mad 

remained a_ puzzk Dostoevski didn't 
help much 


Over the year Olga had had no Ch 


with the Harbottle vernacul 





her favorite author, or mo precise 
his translators, failed her: but direct x 
posure to the family was no impro 
ment. To her original smal tore of 
Ou Anglicisms like “cad” and “heaven 
she had nean to add cn XOLIC 
lisco ies flap” and A when 
he iunched new Wore they vould 
ound unnatural on her tongue, and she 
vould blush Madge would tare and 
1 Colonel would take her meaning 
rongly. All the Harbottles were clev 
t taking the wrong meaning. It w oO 
) had earned that he Harbottle 
lfully misunderstood peopl hey 
poke at the promptin of wu ic Ne 
oul, which was some sort of imf{ 

Ye it is that npie sAc yuld | 
sell That 3 t Particula | 
he Colonel. Furthermore it is amazing 
the nobility of Colonel Harbottle’s sou 
During her stay with the family sh 
id studied not only their vernacula! 

ysut also their souls ind the amas 
ibility of Colonel Harbottle’s soul was 
yne of her stock reflections. For thi 


thought Ih her idea that Donald Har 


ott! Was pericc he Russian classic 


ere once more answeradic ney 
iught her that men were essentially 
tal. Cossacklike. Women, or young wom 


*n. could be dewy, white ad innocel 


Ninas and Aglaias and Kittys; but men 


th h j 
tf 


were brutal. “I'll knock him on the head 
ike a dog.” mused the Dostoevski her« 

Men were subject to love-hate: the Ete rt 
1a1 Husband tenderly nursed his victim 
vefore he came at him with a razor; the 


Rogozhin who knifed Prince Myshkin 
first swore lifelong brotherhood. But al- 
though everyday men were brutal Cos 
sacks, happily exceptional men did exist 
These other men were Christlike; they 
were the noble souls such as Prince 
Myshkin and the good Karamazov and 
is she reflected, Colonel Harbottle. (Per- 
haps, after all, another Dostoevskian, al- 
though not a knocker of dogs’ heads nor 
a dew Epanchin nor yet a Christ, was 
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Daddy's clothes have been burgled, twics i Lucy. ‘“‘And the egg money 
e o.* Mads Harbott Could Madge be tl wi hed finished, were spot might om, i knocker of —— a 
AT ¢ rent buffoor But he o . ind floors glowed. Lucy seemed not to the Cossack who stooped to kiss 
AS 
gifts hy yuestior nark Olga thought.) notice any change thougt galloped away Ivan the widow's so 
y s I ym whict t may be taken that she Lucy had something else on her mind Donald was in Olga’s thoughts as muc 
was not changed. On the contrary, the Daddy's clothe have been burgled as ever. He was expected home for goo 
[ ENTH E R IC ndestructit Slav had rvived its Har twice, and nothing else gone except tn hy Christmas. Meantime he wrote he 
— yeas ssilv as the famo Eng eve money urprisingly frequent letters, and she wa 
Ail dressed up for ‘ rr cattered the breadth of I can't understand it any better than — ne come write so a ~~ 
u cZar kK survived ifelong ex you darling was Marcelyns response so little. At length she suspected aS 
Christmas present-giving ne to foreign ways without forgetting In my experience she said when fluence of Trollope, that difficult autho 
to fill the air with Tweed. the precepts of Kensington something fishy happens, Charles is be he now once again suggested that st 
Meantim tl Harbottle long-term hind it: but that’s not possible for once read. “For my part I'm reading Dostox 
j ~Z * Wa oO huntin One ummer Marcelyn arrival home neant that ski, and I must say he has you tape 
raf fternoon while Madge pedaled a station now four women occupied the hous A Olga, old scout Donald wrote 
c i t ¥CI ind Olga sat acro the room i matter of course the Stepanyskayas hid She wrote back 1 am reading B 
o’ Toilet Water Mist. from her. now and again g¢ icing at a all the housework t was the secret hope chester Towers to find out what it 
. in a festive holiday watch. tl ry grandmother entered in of the Busseys that thei tay mignt neve! can mean 
| ) sleeve over the her best peremit end. The happy arrangement seemed to 
Jide ot | attractive crys Ih ood § God ve I pati nce! Marcelyn doubly fortunate, for she faced Olga wanted to believe the tat 0 
Weid | — se Mo lreaming' And 1 he not to buy the necessity to catch up with a _ be her home had been a Little Brother mis 
IS 2 ounces, $2.50 i house this afternoon? Pardon, she fo wildering number of air serials; house calculation—as indeed it was—ana her 
\M J | ts' Sh too busy putting muscles on work, hanging fire in consequence, might present existence to be of no interest 
_ { we. Madee Harbottle Next 5s is offering have menaced her peace of mind. And the sect, but she saw small advanta 
Tweed Twosome... i iss of water to a drowning man. Olga he needed peace of mind: a long period putting belief to a test. Thus she kept 
. Bouquet and Talc Set Alexandrovna! Olga Alexandrovna! of convalescence beside the radio w indoors during harvesting. One mornin 
in distinctive I do not forget, Grandmama Olga what she envisaged Mercer's truck drew up below her win 
Tweed packaging iid in’ English We are to look at She planted herself by the radio the dow. Mercer himself signaling from 
houses. dear Madge, and I forgot. Grand first morning; and such was her nervous driver's window and waving a paper 
man inery because we have far to condition that she could scarcely con Herded on the rear platform stood a 
ith centrate on the Breakfast Sausages Club dozen strangers who she could tell at 
Madge responded as Olga hoped, of Her face since her return was set in the glance were Little Brothers. Squat pon 
f 1 the car nose-crinkled mold of a puppy following derous figures. some stared with vacant 
It is merely a gamble you under a first taste of soap—surprised, thought faces at the Bussey house, some scowled 
ind, Madge ful, rather disgusted: the expression cus heavenward, some spat in the gravel. Th 
H crutch on the ca tomary to het ifter one of Charles women wore bahushkas and two of the 
typi Blue Heron dust domestic explosions. She sat there and men wore Tolstoi beards. They put 
hisked the Stepany Kava twisted the dial to Superior Soaps Gat mind the loiterers by her orchard gat 
everal small ranch houses they wanted to way to a Woman's Heart. She heard during the Ewanochka house movin 
nspect This hunt would have been one familiar voices she concentrated By ind they unnerved het 
more failure, for the asking prices daunt good fortune nothing had changed in “We take whatever twelve we're give 
ed the pair, except that on their way the situation of the heroine during th Lucy explained, her chin on her friend 
home they turned aside to see Luc‘ thirteen-month interregnum shoulder harvesters are hard to 
Oh, Ol, I was thinking of you both,” Meantime the house was seeing some They re early but come on outside. w 
Lucy said. “I've another postcard from thing of Nick Yevchenko. Olga had start them off 
Mummy. She was coming home but now thought to introduce him to Lucy a doze 1 am unlucky Olga shrunk bach 
she s rome to try Los Angeles over times, but had stalled “out of respect to You go. If | am seen I expect they D 
igain. I'm sick of living alone. Why can't Donald’s wishes so she told herself this house too, very possibly 
both of you move in with me? Mummy Now out of respect for Lucy’s wishes she She watched behind her window unt 
may be away another year yet.” produced him. Lucy’s attitude to her the apple pickers with their ladders and 
Lucy! Yes! distant and once “too-young” admirer sacks vanished into the orchard 
So it was arranged: and a week late was changed. The change seemed to be And similarly her caution bade he 
the pair were installed connected with an enthusiastic discovery hesitate to join the foray of her friend 
Mr Harbottle said, “You could have of Yevchenko’s chin, which, Olga now to the east shore the morning Chat 
({ taved heard, was coarse and brutal. Olga could Bussey was rumored there 
Tweed Perfume Oh no. Mr Harbottle dear. Lucy have shared her friend’s enthusiasm had That morning was a Monday. Olga 
the one ian who is my friend is nervous living alone the words described his general behavior town to shop, had strolled in compan 
above all others © long. She tells me she hears a burglar on horseback dressed as a Cossack and with Lucy into Kazak’s, then on later 
to wear—anytime, in the house. It 1s all nonsense, of course supplied with a whip; but Yevchenko’s to the lakefront. That same Mond 
anywhere You have been kind too. It has been coarseness and brutality stopped at his morning, but much earlier, there had oc 
from $2.25 heavenly here, but I go now. But one day chin; for the rest he was a pleasant boy curred a minor explosion in the railway 
vou will be burned out by Little Brothers quite unexceptional unless one made an culvert back of town. resulting in a Iittl 
perhap then vou stav with me issue of the St John Ambulance me crater and a twisted rail or two: and 
Fair enough, Olga. ['m sorry as you dallion Kazak’s the two girls heard talk of litt 
hat Donald took that summer job down He appeals, I expect,” Olga hazarded else. The feeling at Kazak’s was that 
east—we saw so little of him at Christ- because his name is beautiful? It has something astounding was about to hap 
mas. However, it’s his final year. Now poetry?” pen. Times had been too quiet. The 
come and see us often. ll forward your Poetry! It's an awful name.’ customers purchased the latest paten 
letters How can you think that! He ji chemical extinguisher, they stepped into 
Ukrainian too, but he is not like me one the street to buy the Blue Heron Week 
The postcard that Lucy spoke of was bit. He goes to movies and | consider announcing “Renew Brother Outbreaks 
Marcelyn’s second from Portland: it wus that is why he talks so strange and, with long faces, they frequented 
inconceivable Charles would stop in Port No, it was the strange-talking Yev Mrs. Pawlenko. Abuzz with rumors and 
land, she wrote A quiet, respectable chenko’s chin, Lucy insisted, his chin tongue wagging, Mrs. Pawlenko scattere 
town and the Portlanders very pure that she liked; it had all the requisite intelligence among the Kazak shoppe 
minded, etc. Charles wouldn't like it. No ugliness. But he had taken her along to like a pollinating bee. Meantime, out o 
Charles is in L.A., IT feel it. I'm going the Hall for his refresher course the the lakefront evidence of renewed unres 
south again.” night before, and splinted and bandaged across the water provided day-long spec 
South she had gone, and once more her until she couldn't move an inch, then tacle: houses one after another were seen 
scouted all the haunts of all the unsuc he had discussed her as if she was a lump to burst into flame like so many distress 
cessful actors. Then suddenly within the of meat: and she had rather liked that signals directed to the notice of Taples 
month she lost heart. She abandoned the too town 
plan, returned empty-handed and exasper Yes, that was nice,” agreed Olga, pic- The two girls reached their favorite 
ated home to Blue Heron valley turing the scene but substituting Donald park bench and sat talking and gazin 
Before she arrived, Olga and grand Harbottle in the role of insensitive ban- across the lake, sharing their bench with 
mother were settled in with Lucy, and dager. In her dream of him Donald was. a stranger who studied the opposite bank 
the year’s apple crop had been harvested of course, only sometimes Prince Mysh- through binoculars. Olga rummaged 
The grandmother had given the house its kin the Christlike; at other times he was through the household purchases—cat 
first sprig clean in about four years; as insensitive as love’s young dream rots, a cabbage, a tin of coffee, an ex 
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tinguisher—and produced the bundle of 
carrots. The girls each chewed on a raw 
carrot while they talked 

Thanks, Ol. They give you _ night 

Probably compulsory 

for Blue Heron.” 

‘You are joking 
smoke!” 

I see it. Isn't it The Hermitage 

Yes, and that’s strange, I think, t 
touch The Hermitage 
before. They burn out the hermit, yes, 
but that is different—-the hermits are in 
the real hermitage in the community hall 
ind they often burn out the community 
hall.” 

The stranger on the bench lowered his 


vision should be 


Lucy look at that 


c- 


cause they never 


inoculars and inspected her. He address- 
ed her in Russian. “What is this thing 
you say?” he demanded It is not so 
Nobody burns your Hermitage, yes. Look 
rain, Olga Alexandrovna. Look again 


ind possibly you will see the father of 





our friend.’ 
He then eyed her up and down, his 
face a Slavic mask, and got to his feet, 
ind without a parting word he walked 
iway, out of the park 
Olga sat gazing after him 
What was all that 


then asked a second time 


about?” Lucy asked; 
Olga spoke from far away What? He 
say it isn’t The Hermitage 

He sounded very emphatic about it.’ 

Let’s walk home.” She stood up sud- 
denly 

Is that all he said? 

She scowled at the 
nodded. But 
sideways, disbelieving 

“Oh, I lie to you, Lucy. He did say 
murmured And she told 


frozen path, and 


Lucy was looking at her 


more,” she 
about Charles Bussey 

The foray to the east shore was the 
result, Olga begging off it. Marcelyn 


when she heard of the Little Brother's 
hint, said it sounded entirely typical of 
Charles, with his debased tastes, to hole 


up across the lake. It was frankly too 


humiliating; really except that he was 


anxious to desert her, she felt inclined to 
desert hin 
Lucy and she boarded the ferry at 


midday. The two watched Mercer drive 
up and park his truck, then they went 
between-decks, where Helen and he soon 
A minute after 
Nick Yevchenko and Chester Glossop 


appeared—for 


joined them in the saloon 


Lucy, phoning friends, had 

needed all the moral support available 
Their ferry thumped its way across the 

lake and tied up at the charred East Jetty 


They all walked 


mal and familiar spectacle greeted them 


ashore where ‘ Uuils 
life among the ruins. Year in and year 


Heron Lake 


out the east shore of Blue 


looked much as if, the week before last 
disaster had visited it. and as if new tem 
porary quarters of planks and flattened 


gasoline cans had since been slapped up 
by survivors. The homesteads were uni 


here were no Jonese Oo 


formly mean 
emulate, and indeed it scarcely paid a 
ittlee Brother to be house-proud: the 
more pretentious the house, the more 
likely was God to tell 
bor to apply the torch. Sull, everyone was 
sheltered, for tents were pitched as ashes 
cooled hovels and shanties quickly fo 
lowed on the tents 
Sometimes God would te Ivan to 
burn down Pyotr’s house, but at the same 
time He would tell Pyotr to resist Ivan’s 
fire. Then, with the neighbors’ help, Pyo 
might manage to limit the damage. Pyotu 


would be left with an abundance of 


blackened but serviceable planks: and 
these would become the basis for the 
new and smaller home that rose from the 
ashes of the old is though to illustrate 
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Christmas Suggestions by °‘ 


SILEX 


for Distinctive Gifts sure to be appreciated . 


o Coffee service at its finest— 
NEW SILEX STARLIGHT 
CARAFE AND 
CANDLEWARMER 

—in copper and 
wrought tron—with 

the wide mouth for 
Stirring, tea making, 

ice cubes. 8- and 

12-cup sizes, in 

distinctive gift boxes. 





Suggested retail prices: 
. 8-cup—$8.75 
j 12-cup—$9.95 
Also 2-cup sizes, pa ted two or four to 


the set with individual candlewarmers— 


$7.45-$13.50 


< 


in distinctive gilt boxes 


a a 
SILEX Electric - SK 


BUN AND FOOD WARMER 
To warm and serve i brand new 
appliance of distinctive beauty 1 
copper and black. Removable base 
unit. Ventilator for moisture « 


Suggested 
retail 
price 


$13.50 





Heating Door S$hredder-Slicer- 
Pad Chimes Grater 
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Portable 
Washer Chopper 


ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee Ee ee ee me ee ee ee 


To provide fresh, flavourful 
Fruit Juice in seconds! 
<< 
The SILEX 
ELECTRIC JUICIT 


(approved by “Sunkist™) 


G/. TD 





Suggested retail price: 
$21.50 

Also De Luxe Model: 
$29.50 


Busy kitchen helper 
thot saves time 
morning to night— 


SWLEX Handyhot 


BLENDETTE 

B ds—Beats—— 
Mixes—Purees 

— Whips 

(Now ai in 
pink, tu se, 





Suggested retail price 


7 x 
$19.95 & ‘ 


“No clamp” Steam 


MBER 8 195¢ 
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i t iiation 
k f f of tl landscap 
A om ot 
t t | { t t from 
[ other psi | h 
ist id ) il loned ructur 
| ited 11 tided attempt on th 
irt of l mmMpal to it pow 
lown through the val on the east 
or Li Brother le of the lake There 
oth r on iirly impressive 
B kened timbe marked the it of 
h twi burned hospital, the inema 
that me r opened, the nine-times-burned 
hoolhou Stull oth un denoted 
t im facto that set itself up in com 
petition th the Hermitage-owned jam 
factor oO Freedom Temptk But th 
Freedom | mpie wa tself three quart 
utted: in Gniy one wing of the Tempk 
was jam still manufactured 
On the other hand, The Hermitage 
proper had survived all attempts on it 
it Wa in ugly brick building which had 
been erected on the cement foundations 
of a Mounted Police barracks that burn 
ed to the ground in 1913; and itt was to 
his that the visitors from Tapleytown 
ravitated; they felt that here, if any 
wh on the east shore ews Of Charles 
Bussey was to be got. They picked thei 
way toward it in pairs, Lucy with Nick 
Yevchenko, Marcelyn with Howard Mer 
cer, Mercer wife Helen with Chester 
Glossop. The Little Brothers 1 as 
they pa sed them ind Nick Yevchenko 
owled right bach 
Outside The Hermitage little knots of 
Brothers stood about like patient catth 
but catthe mana to convey that, soon 
er or later, something or other could be 
expected to happen of interest to rumi 
nants. Inside, much appeared to be hap 
pening already. The windows were open 
ind chanting, heavy thumpings and Rus 
ian voices raised to hysteria pitch issued 
forth: some hundreds of other Little 
Brothers must Kave been inside, caught 
up in a mass emotion. Behind the win 
dows turbulent faces suddenly appeared 
then whisked from sight; through the 
central doorway near-naked Little Broth 
ers burst into view, as if by the pressure 
of excited humaniiy within: they gest 
ulated on the stoop then darted back 
inside again: they were chanting ind 
they never missed a beat 
Not all of the loiterers outside were 
Brothers; there were one or two groups 
obviously tourists, with cameras uncased;: 


and to one side there was a trio of RCMP 
men. When Howard steered the party to 
ward the centre doors a corporal stepped 
forward 

told 


count 


won't let you tn, su he 


But if 


get you 


‘They 
will, don't 


We 


there were 


Howard they 


on us to out cant get in 


ourselves He said several 


hundred men and women inside, mostly 
naked 
found his clothes torn off before he 
And when 
they wail to the 
them black 


prove it.” By 


ventured in 

took 
vou push then 
newspapers 


blue 


any policeman who 
SIX steps 
hands away 
and 


the time 


how you beat and 


they've bruises to 


the newspapers were satisfied the Brothers 


lied. the smear had done its work; a 


88 
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Nyet'!” bellowed the cornered intrude: He's senile ~ 
Sty ‘ 
iid Marcelyn The situation isn't even compromising 
uspicion lingered in the public mind There he is!” gasped Glossop At the 
We'll never. get into The Hermitage, sir window!” 
without the Light Horse helps us. But “That's Mrs. Gombov 
who's going to call out the army against Oh. Yes, so it Is 
t bunch of naked women and old jokers Marcelyn said. “But before her you 
in beards?” He nodded and retired thought you saw Charles? Didn't you? 
Howard Mercer, who was studying a In that rmonkey house? 
nearby group of Little Brothers, announc I suppose I can't have 
ed he would get a message through: wait “But you think so? 
here, give him ten minutes, he had Ts 
sources. He sauntered off “You think he’s tn there 
Nice friends he’s got!” commented ‘No 
Yevchenko ‘Really, Chester. Do make up your 
He’s sending in to Doxy, I suppose,” mind.” 
said Lucy bitterly Nothing floors our No. I don't. I'm terribly sorry, ladies 
Howard.” I expect I was all keyed up.” 
Must have been valuable in the war? Fhey all looked at Chester 


isked Glossop breathlessly 
Marcelyn looked 
notice they didn't 
No, we mapaged to win without that,” 
laughed his wife 
“Oh! Helen. Sorry, darling. I can never 
remember married man. 


bored, but said, “I 


make him an admiral.” 


he’s a 


He has the same difficulty 

That's right darling As bad as 
Charles, only Charles is funny in the 
head, too.” 

light little smiles passed between them: 
ignoring Glossop and Yevchenko, Mar- 
celyn and Helen and Lucy drew closer 
about an imaginary back fence 

Yevchenko nudged Glossop She's 


Let's around.’ 


moved off 


ronna get rough scout 
The pair 

Look, they're parading.” 
Out of a side door, on the far side 
shambling 


fifteen 


a very 
small procession 
from The Hermitage, 
dumpy-looking 


and drawing after 


was away 
women 
nudes, chanting as they 
them 


the loiterers of the vicinity, like volunteer 


went several of 
recruits attaching to a military parade of 
1914. There 
thing was happening for the ruminants 


was a general stir—some 


but for Yevchenko and Glossop the view 


of the retreating women obscured 


flocked 


procession 


Was 
by tourists, who 


take the 


across to Over 


and snap its picture 


To west-shore people it was a stale 


the chanting, 


anatomy 


ioke the dust, the unlovely 


midday They said all parades 
looked alike, and they added all paraders 
had bad 
of the stage 

Yevchenko went their 


own way, and meantime the little proces 


about them an air of amateurs 


and Glossop 


sion disappeared among the homesteads 
“Oh, Howie.” 
Howard had iittle to tell them 
was not to be found 


here's 
Eudoxia 
The friends, Lucy’s 


moral support, came together again to 
hear hjs news; then, disappointed, they 
stood staring at The Hermitage. 

“This will get us nowhere.” 


" 


Lucy said, “We've drawn a blank, let's 


go home.” 


“Nature,” announced the grandmother 


one evening, “did not give me a nose to 
waste on smelling roses.” 
Yevchenko 
The 


constant 


glanced across in disgust 
thei 


these days (it 


four women and visitor, a 
one Novem 
ber), sat about the living-room fire. Olga 
frowned over her battered Trollope. Mar 
celyn Hollywood—or at 
least, open On Marcelyn’s lap was a film 


magazine 


was 


sat reading of 
Lucy sat with the visitor on the 
sofa, an anxious and self-conscious Lucy 
full of lofty contempt the 
“It is how Olga thought. “To 
night she is in love, speaking generally 


for room 


love hits,” 


The grandmother sat busy with some 
discarded Bussey linen she had rescued 
she pinked out tray cloths and napkins 

The old lady pointed her scissors at 
Olga. “God,” she repeated, “did not give 
me a nose to waste on smelling roses. Last 


night | hear a 
What is this, I 
perhaps | feel 
the head. I go 
He comes 
Nvet! 
how it was, Olga Alexandrovna.” 

Olgi nodded The had 
renewed his visits to this house of wom 
en. “Next 


tschoo! tschoo! 
He is the 


wish to hit 


sneeze 
ask? 
the 
He 
more. Aie, aie! | 
Tfoo! 


burglar 
J 
him on 


comes. I go more 
touch! Da! 
he is gone away. That was 


slowly burglar 
time, Grandmama 
wake me first, please.” 
“There 
drovna.’ 
“Lam 


you will 


IS More to come Alexan- 


Olga 
listening.” 
“He is gone away. The habushka’s 


And 


nose 
this thing 
me. I smell a Little 
Yes, a Little Brothe 
Do not frighten these good people. Olga 
Alexandrovna, but that is what he says.” 


says this thing what is 
he says? “Excuse 


Brother,” he says 


“A Little Brother!” she stared at her 
grandmother in alarm 
“What's it this time, Ol?” Lucy asked 
in an affected voice. 
MACLEAN’S 


M 


Grandmama says God ,did not giv 
her a nose to waste on smelling rose 
It is a proverb of our people.” She didr 
care to elaborate 

Very edifying Lucy snorted | 
wonder why so many Russian prover! 
ive a mental picture of wallowing pig 

Wallowing pigs!” Olga was shocke 
ind offended. She tried to explain abo 
Russian aphorisms 1 admit it is bad 
yes, this proverb but it 1s good also 
Face life! it says. Face life! Very gooc 
very brave. My people are not Russian 
but the language is not so different, an 


we have very brave proverbs because life 


is bad, speaking generally. Russian life 
is bad: if you free a Russian he build 
a new prison, and that is bad, is it not 
That is bad. But his proverb ts very 
brave. Sometimes his proverb says, Look 
Life is bad but we have done this thins 
and it is worse. We win! Do vo 
understand? 

“Darling, no, but from now on thi 
shall be my favorite Russian provert 

You do not say this thing?” put 
the grandmother sharply 

Nvet, hahushka,’ 

“Chris’sake Olga groaned Yev 
chenko, to whom the grandmother's w 
the language of beards and bombs 

“It cannot be helped, Nick, it is he 
only tongue.” 

“Let her learn English. Bahusht 
Strictly Nature Boy He stood up 
“Guess she’s time I pushed off. 

He went into the hal! to put on his 
winter coat, and Lucy, girlish tonight 
skipped out after him. Mentally, Olga 
clocked them there in the dark hall; she 
was helpless with envy; this part of life 
the few casual minutes that took the chill 
from it. the embrace in the hall, this 


had been denied her—before Donald had 
become demonstrative he had disappear 
Ontario 
mess but she managed to find her 
into men’s arms. Olga thought 
Everybody except me. That fat 
Yefimovna even. Oh, if only I 
She the 
Trollope 


ed to Lucy called her life a 
Way 
bitterly : 
Eudoxia 
was dead! 
scowled fiercely into Pages ol 

Soon the house was going to bed. Olg 
had doubled with her grandmother i 
Bussey’s room until Marcelyn’s 
Marcelyn slept there and the Step 
anyskayas slept upstairs The 


said prayers and climbed in bed 


return 
now 
two un 


dressed 


Olga lay listening to Lucy move about 
below, heard her trying locks and snap 
ping out lights. Lucy climbed the stat 
and then the house was quiet 
Creak—creak. Creak—creak. This time 
it was Olga who woke to burglar sounds 
A moonless night, the room was black 
across the bed the grandmother gently 
snored—she wouldn't feel the wish to 
hit anyone on the head tonight. Olga 


lay shivering under blankets, wondering 
what should be the worst to expect of 
a Little Brother. She half expected 

repetition of the last night of the Step 
anyskaya home, another explosion, an 
other whiff of gasoline fumes: t 


instead. she 
heard Marcelyn’s voice, pitched high wit! 


indignation: and a minute later Lucy 
voice joined in. Was this some family 
squabble? She strained to hear more 

But then something happened that 
brought the girl leaping from her bed: it 
was a great masculine bellow NYET 
NYET!” 

She darted out and down the stairs 


Marcelyn’s bedroom was brightly lit, and 
Lucy in night clothes stood blocking the 
doorway; in her hand she clutched 

poker. Olga looked beyond her. Marcelyn 
was standing on the bed: she too was in 
night clothes and her offensive weapon 
was a shoe. Behind the dresser a strange 
apparition glowered back at his captors 
a venerable-looking Little Brother, tal 
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“Wm a Higher-Up among the Little Brothers,” 
Bussey confessed. “I live across the lake now”’ 


and bearded, a sort of Russian King Lear bed Marcelyn addressed the two gu 
with his face a latticework of hau Darlings, Daddy’s overtired. We've 
Oh, Olga, good Marcelyn exclaim had quite enough excitement for on 


ed as she saw her Be an angel and night, haven't we? However, everythin 


GIVE EA : phone the police. I'm turning this miset has turned out very nicely. Charles 1 


able creature in. I can’t get a.word ol home with us, and isn’t that pleasant 
SS 


. 
MINNI TOYS ca explanation from him. I found him here Now back to beds. Bless you both 
MINNITOYS in my bedroom. He’s senile. The situation And with the face of a victorious gen 








isn’t even compromising ral she stepped down from the bed 
. 
for Christmas i , But I don’t think he understands En She closed the door 
Vy lish Lucy argued Naturally he cant Bussey was subdued at breakfast 
' i ‘T >xplair gave Olga one glance as she came to 
—They'll still be good as new, + explain c N 
lon fter E ' a He understands all right table, then busied himself toppin i 
g after Easter! . | t 
} Olga said gruffly, “I can deal with thi boiled egg. Marcelyn opposite was a 
IMPLEMENTS M | kan and switched to Russian Explain th smiles, but watchful 
nnitoys are tt ! 1 
ee ene ee ee oe LAWN MOWERS outrage at once!” She scowled fiercely Good morning, Mr. Bussey dear 
2 big Minnitoy (between 16 and 28 inches ; 1 Ol \ 7 _ 
* . i Ider Sia i ticed an livin 
= long) is made of heavy gauge steel, finished over Lucy's shouldet tik Uiga ou notice im 
Crh 4 in hard baked enamel and fitted with The intruder hind the interstic of here 
f ya a! rubber wheels that won't mark floors yr - PS hair turned ile! es on het Quite Bussey growled at his ¢ 
| ie 7 P } <u ; 7 litting } 1 , b bex 
a There's a complete selection of Minnitoys \) yy | V ye el he answered in a Flitting about from bed to bed 
penta ; including dump trucks, highway vans, fuel A strangled voice Why I have changed rooms onc 
TABLE PUMP + ; 
trucks tow-trucks And of course, the That ill he seems al to say | ist once 
famous line of Minnitoy gasoline tankers FOLDING FENCE observed Once was enough.” 
which are bye in the exact colours and He could talk if he wanted. The sl) Olga pondered this strange remark 
insignia of the major oil compa k 7 
your pick from B A E F + ik. — old thing.” From Marcelyn’s tone it fould Charles warned Marcelyn 
‘ sso 
Wh an — have been supposed the man’s was | Olga observed her host. He had st 
vite Rose and all the rest! You'll be glad avy UN UPI tne WM age We I ike { < 
you bought Minnifoys. See them now at principal villainy off his mustache; his weathered skin 








your toy, hardware or department store This point the intruder himself seemed tened as if lightly covered by a cream 
BOAT TRAILERS to grasp, and indeed, what was more, to base; his eyebrows fhad aged by thirty 

resent. He glared across at Marcelyn, one years—they were last night's, coarse 

THE OTACO LIMITED, ORILLIA, ONT. frosty eyebrow reared. Then a curious bushy. snow-white: his lashes looked pe 

— thing happened. All his teeth glittered culiar too 

for a moment, and then half his whiskers Lucy appeared, kissed her father 

withdrew from sight; his face twisted forehead and sat down. She and Mar 
to a satanic mask as whiskers ground by celyn at once began a conversation in 
tween incisors; in another moment the which the other two were not allowed 
whiskers popped back out a n, intact an opportunity to join; it was full ol 

and his face reassembled references to “deportees and jailbird 
Charles! isped Marc 1 and when Olga tried to speak, Lucy 
Daddy! hushed her. When, indignant and splut 
Yes, well, I suppose the ime | I tering, Bussey tried, Marcelyn said Do 
the figure behind the dress« sighed. H come to the point Charles.’ 

added hastily But don’t kiss me On the glassed-in veranda after brea 

: ‘ Frankly I'm not tempted to, Cha fast Lucy explained to Olga her fat 
. darling, if you want the truth. But it i had collided with the FBI and had done 

M A be { E RR | ? A me a lovely make-up.” Marcelyn had adjt twelve months. Released, he had _ bee 
ed with lightning speed; Bussey w V deported, and had fetched up on the east 

’ : comed back with no questions except shore of Blue Heron; and there, he i 


| | (6) l Y iD l y | 4 ae one It's wonderful to see Oo it sisted, the leadership had presently 
1 . 
y ; % : Charles darling. why do you s7 back fallen him. She liked to picture tl 





1 C € 
to me? cene, Lucy said—her father acceptir 
Bussey fingered the false hair of hi the spiritual leadership of the Little 
BS, Ls face The truth is, my dear, actua I Brother like Napoleon acceptin 
was looking for the spirit gum crown of empire or was it Caesa 
She took a deep breath; she let it o The spirit of Cecil de Mille would hov 








































7 had With great presence of sh 1 Ove ceremony; Bussey would cor 
en cocktails are distinguished 
remained in her commanding position C role largely in terms of nos 
1 1 
th the btle flavors and bouquets ol Nature tanding on the bed Then least k putt ind hair gl pirit gum would 
a | i < t ' y < id a atis by | stat - ' vv FLEEN 
hy } _ " 
blended to unique pertection in that filthy stuff off your face. I : loom importantly not to mention th 
t's not sanitary sea-green wig h, sh iged t 
Maric Brizard lique I ( ; eCa-green wig On he ionged to bv 
aii He muttered something that sounded lieve it 
like No way for a Higher-Up to be In any case she sighed it 
spoken to over Mummy won't let Daddy out o 
hat . that } ; n't } 
Wha Was la € id LD Sight again ever By the way, she want 
: A/S mumble, Charle me to tell you we'd all like you to 
alt fr A\ RH OUR! ¥ There Wa t MY at Ony sion I OI here Daddy BS ¢ lall inxlo 
bi! FH | DS ‘ " , ; , - , . 
1 N\ 34 nis cn 1e Sp Oo i t of nau I In next to no time the house 1 
A VANILLE “ } | 
A | , Oo Sald ) I » the prodigal turn O 
short on sp 1 ! ) o | Marcelyn i 
In » SO Th \ } { j t t} 
i seeme exXac ) 
LIQUEUR M n’s € But I thought yo » Cha had never taken it into | i 
1, Ncabet 
a I t Higher-Up 0 bo 
Id Bu 10 | iyved loo! 
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PRODUCED AND BOTTLED BY non I Brot! } 7 i I M d t not q mple 
Brandy Alexander MARIE BRIZARD Oss th ike Now ppose, by th ou h th 
oh Catteni & ROGER Cha = wees’ , ee a 
“ 4 ; ® BORDEAUX © Ar IC C Vad tox jus dawr 
44 Cognac 3 sta Po, FRANCE ott It's true, Marcelyn. Pn le ver Well? 
ree t “ a ‘ mE OF here It's understoos l OI I told On Bussey’s face was the most or 
Shake with cracked ice you smile Nothin Nothing Thunde 
»spoon of Blackberry or Creme Oh, Daddy exclaimed Lucy Yo Made a bloody row too. didn't it 
over vanilla ice cream ce have ot a long way o } Do come to the point. Cl 
nvet there . ne” 
Also enjoy Marie Brizard Creme de Menthe, Anisette and Apry. Pe — ; here's to be one 
Be quiet, Lucy He looked nettled My dear, that thunder was more dv- 
he added mysteriously, “You'll see.” namite ir . , ie 
L-PAUL CHARTRAND aS OFFICE GENERAL DES GRANDES MARQUES . MONTREAL. QUE. t e namite in the railway culvert. Wogs 
From her elevated position on the ting at my absence, shouldn't wonder: 
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In truth Marcelyn had spoken too 
oon 


It was several weeks later, and a mem 


orable day for Olga, for it was th day 
that out of the blue she received an 
istonishing letter, a near-love letter, from 
Donald, when soon after supper and 
while the girl dried dishes in the pantry 
she heard the front door of the Bussey 
house rattle open, and two unexpected 
visitors shamble in Peeping through 


the crack of the serving window she rec 


ognized Mrs. Gombov and Dafina 

To avoid Little Brothers had become 
habit, so she cautioned her grandmother 

the sink and snapped off the kitchen 
ights. She then stationed herself by the 
crack to eavesdrop 

She applied her ear to the crack, but 
t first couldn't make out what was said 
She tried what she could see. Her line 
of vision extended through dining-room 
hallway, and living-room doors. glass 
paneled and part open. Various corners 


of furniture cut into the narrow field, but 


he did see a small Square of carpet 
Lucy's feet, half the sofa, and the back 
of Marcelyn’s head Bussey’s profile 


erked in and out of the scene in a most 
tantalizing manner. She had never no 
ticed his restless head-dartings before 
but he had the movements of a wary 
bird 

The two visitors sat lumpish on the 
sofa. She could see all of the simpleton 
Dafina lassyevna, all but a fractional 
part of Mrs. Gombov alongside 

There was a jumble of talk: Olga 
strained to make it out. She thought she 


heard, “I vand, and also Dafina vand 


Sharley”; and then she thought she heard 
‘You gom bag, yas!” Marcelyn snapped 
Charles, you were living in that monkey 


house!” Bussey made gruff sounds in 


response and darted his head in and out 
of view, and Dafina and her mother made 
i speech. Olga gasped According to 
them, Bussey had married Dafina 

Not to be able both at once to sec 
ind hear was agony. Olga chanced miss 
ng a sentence in order to take another 
ook. Bussey’s wary-bird head-dartings 
she observed came oftener than ever; 
Marcelyn’s head was perfectly still 
hanged back. She heard Bussey’s depre 
catory throat-clearings, Marcelyn’s qu 
tions, slow, distinct, painfully restrained 

Wouldn't say that.” he was respond 
ng Wouldn't say that.” Presently he 
eversed himself. All right, he said. If 


ve 


vhe insisted, yes, perhaps he might ha 


rt of Wog ce 


one through some s 


nony 
But it was without significance My 
lear, it didn’t mean a bloody thing. Just 
i lot of Wog magic-making All the 
iad been was some ceremonial! tasting 
of bread, salt. water: some singing: some 
hanting: some praising of God om 
srobing The usual rout 
He bent toward Dafina, and 
us pidgin English h egan te xp 
at she must have misunderstood 
position He had been married to M 
elyn for twenty veal Great he 
lidn't she know 
Datin Vlassve | 1 th 
eam could have oO 
ryone present tO crack 1 tn 
motional strain Wave irm “ ed 
n the face. and shout. Olga peeped and 
istened, listened and peeped The liv 
room was in uproar: Marcelyn 
icked B sey W e Bussey sl if ped D 


as I C Mr Gombov shrieke 
Bearhob God 





house 
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; ‘ f Mr. B y Y p Donald. I Plez e € é K iro over to Nils OV ome 
B | ¢ , I feel. too Yo ' ve th [ Home he said W nay find € 
| " Fx o not know vour fac 10 t of a tizzy there. | id I vy 
R ( ‘5 b cr we i xpect [ n oO I O UO ii - ve | 
B I M ce { Vv were engaged wre O e 
Mi ) I I th h A 4 on i ( C ro! Ie J 
ff on r ind le ¢ Oo prete i+ 
- 8 Do i He d ) lidn't kno I te ou that so yo 
- one W understand wi he hints i nifi 
. Dp h think t | } y Ie | lanc Youd be ev me; 34 
1) h } rh M \ H 1 ur I nderstand ho Oo fee OV 
h | " yf i tH Olga. don’t correct the npressio 
be h KB that ) I ginnin Don't rs) think O that yr night Tomorrow youll have cr 
F, I to What ) j f n Ol of heart 
, f [ } ond thin rs) ‘ plead Peor jon't: the It is all mapped out 
e f of ext sio cross a fac All mapped 
) H umbled ag } ot th thir t Especial] peop Everyone elaborately torewarned n 
pied th find k { Oh damn Next don’t: sometimes tt cant see visit went off without embarrassme 
‘ Don { } for | Olga : f | king love lik i deform h cauliflower ea The pall walked indoor and if the fan 
} 1? OF oO lar j olf: I didn't fo € torrents of its poin ad out Th can oO ily was In a tizzy it was only the Ha 
) ‘ } i or nv ‘ Afterwards we buzzed off without noticing My ears. Ol bottle variety an agreeable one ( 
tl i it's in the drive eal re they large or medium or small? happy families are all alike (same bad 
( ong, quick ip But you have plans to say congratt Have th oO or not? tempers, recriminations, offended silences 
tions to the Busseys before the car? She said. with grudgin idmiration and slammed doors); every happy family 
B h th pantry it wa Lucy who Congratulations? It is vot ire the psychologist now IS happy in its own way: with the Har 
[ it oO nt r ] low rack Ye tomorrow Mrs Bussey w be Donald! bottles this meant the house was i 
I vom stayed dark‘for five minute married Well? happy confusion. Donald and Olga were 
1 avain O mind reverted to Don Goed Lord. who to?” She thought hard Medium. with expected, but not so soon, and Mrs. Har 
1 tt Then again Lucy interrupted Why, Mr. Bussey obes, I think, but I am not.certain bottle was still outdoors with a torch 
py on the light. Her face was a A qgurt ceremony, eh Get your ‘Medium with? Not at all. Smal gathering the last of the daisies while 
i coat, Olga.” and without. What color are my eyes? confiding to them the events of the day 
Ol d n ud never guess in a In the car as they drove away, she They are strange, they are hazel indoors the Colonel struggled to disen- 
i Dadd nust have been tarted up again Now I explain how ‘Hazel is begging the question. What tangle Madge—she’d managed to shackle 
I haken than | thought. He ust I feel when I am kissed color are my eyes in sunlight?’ herself in paper chains. She had tried to 
proposed Twenty yea ate, but on No, please don't. Try not to be fey I do not know! Brown?” rearrange the home-coming decorations 
his kn to Mumm ind everything t minute and listen to me. I'm going to Amber. Almost yellow. What do yor sacred to her for their association with 
I the ivin room Marcelyn, all propose know? boarding school: in childhood she'd made 
n Wit 1ixing Bussey a drink She said quickly, “I accept He was I know the cheeks. Yes, the cheeks paper chains with paste pot and seissors 
busy with the car, pulling up at the side They come down too far but I consider and strung them up whenever Donald re- 
fo Olga love had come to mean diff of the road, and he didn’t hear. She they are sweet.” turned from Bagley’s Oblivious to 
culti ind disappointments, but she had looked about her, rattled; they'd parked “You're absolutely right. Very clever Madge’s difficulties across the room, the 
compensated with her daydream Donald nowhere in particular, she could see of you, Olga: they do come down too great-aunt resoundingly snored by the 
I lat tter put a stop to the fan nothing but bushes and the road. In her far; they are sweet. Well, people in love hearth 
1a sae Re ife now exceeded dream imagination proposals were frequent but are allowed one feature and evidently Olga reflected that if Donald, bringing 
life in interest; the long separation told ilways within sight of Blue Heron Lake with you it’s cheeks. I don’t much won her here, had some deep purpose in mind 
on her, and for the first time it became in moonlight der at it; mine are special—ugly but spe- it must be he wanted to show off his 
hard to put in the days waiting for the The blurred figure beside her stirred cial. They earned me the name of Horse family; she might marry them all, it was 
real-life Donald to return to Tapleytown on its cushions, and said, “I've come bottle at Bagley’s school—not too funny implied, not him alone. A clever move 
Be patient. Ol Lucy was touched home to pester you to marry me.” but it used to panic Upper Fourth. Any- she had felt herself one of them formerly 
by her friend’s dolorous face Do Don- Another car turned the corner up the way, youve never seen my ears. Shall and, as she saw them be themselves. she 
ild’s letters tell vou when? road, and immediately headlights burst we go?” He started up the engine again felt a little homesick for them now 
Y Soon now in on the proposal, flooding it in light; “Better pay my respects to Marcelyn “All the same, all the same, I will not 
Strange n't it—a boy should wait light moved leisurely across Donald's I suppose.” marry him,” she repeated to herself: and 
till he rone away, to fall for a girl face and off again. In those few moments Olga saw the changed face under the once more her eyes strayed to. the 
Gone away and stayed away Olga saw his face for the first time. She Bussey living-room lights. “It is a face, Strangely matured face across from het 
Strange, yes. It is not in psychology felt she looked at a stranger: and she certainly,” she thought. “But who is this “Donald's talk—the change of heart 
even.” She spread her hands in a baffled heard herself say, “I marry nobody. That person? He ts a stranger. Possibly I can that is nonsense, I see 
pestul Then he says ead Trollope! is definite: but I wish you luck all the love him again, but one starts at the It was late when she got back to th 
Must have fallen hard, he wants you same beginning. I will not marry him, at any Busseys’, but without uesitation she wok: 
out o rculation. nose safely in a book No? Why. don’t you love me, Olga? rate Lucy. She sat in pyjamas on the edg« 
I am out of circulation all my lif I do not wish to marry you Presently they were back in the cat; of the bed, and Lucy in curlers blinked 
Patien up at her from the pillows. Lucy heard 
She waited with wh patien her out, then said in a sleepy voice Be 
could mt r for another fortnight, when i reasonable, Ol. Naturally a year and 
he was due home half makes a change—you've changed 
He art da day early. drove over the yourself 
= me eve 1 When he weked, Olga “He’s a strange 
hinking of the Gombo fled the livin ‘You must give yourself a chance 
room. Lucy had to irch her o A stranger. Ill never marry him, | 
() friend of yot Vaitin on. the could not bear it. He says, “The face vo 
veranda do not notice.” It is only words.” 
Who, Lucy And why on the veran- ‘Give him a chance. Sleep on it 
da Then abruptly she sat up in bed, wid 
It's Donald. if that why awake No—look here! Didn't yo 


He was at the far unlighted end, lean- once lecture me on the psychology of 








ing back against the outside door; he rescue from fire? You planted in Don 





ald’s mind the notion he'd saved you 


was a black patch of overcoat plus a 











t 
patie teat 





reless oval of face. Thev both right? Your idea was, if he'd suffered 
for you he'd be disposed to love you 
Right? But, in actual fact, vou saved 
him, you suffered for him Then you 
must love him. At the very least you 
should feel a sense of ownership. Don’t 


hesitated then he held out us hand 
Donald Henry Harbottk formerly i 
studert,”” he said Then he pulled he to 


him and kissed her 














She was too self-conscious to gain 
much out of it. She wriggled, but then you?” 
curious to sample the pleasures of the es Olga frowned. “Do I? Do I? Lucy! 
embrace she went limp, then she wrig- iaieaiiy Yes! I am the rescuer!” 
cled again Am I missing something? That doorbell has been ringing constantly all day! Secretly you feel you own him?” 
flashed in her mind, She wriggled free. She kept a straight face. 
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T All Russians are a little crackers,’’ said Donald. ‘‘And me?”’ asked Olg: 


this Christmas 





Yes! He breat! 1? Madge d ) tah y pet, it's a prompting of nature. No 
ot I (sod 1} ft H p oO ott to om vO vO Ukrainian Ukrainians 
i YO Stepanysk I pT C;ood orn H Dx | i } hair. You, Olga oO 
S} i i } i } f j j ) half of vou 1S Slay e 
Crip ) yin i ) dur alf is charm and frou-fro 
N i b I I hoy ) n 1 good mixture 
pmot Jo ‘ tand me, in my opinio 
I ( " il ) Do ho I ra itisfaction i 
| tep. ¢ ’ Donald tho t Tt yut-of Colo | | Donald 
it ind it ' . d throat et th ‘ } breakfa Tt looked at each other ind 
posed | » 10 I id i Nobody of sound n 1 talk ol ) had ) nile, because he was nilin 
‘ rh proc rh ad { k t. Mad ou heard ) Then she looked away and she had 
I ! ! Ol id loll Mot ) ignt tl co ecause life wa i oO 
fact dor tf in yrdin oO } ot fattenin 1 don’t suppo f SI cowled tt io 
hology of rescu i uught to H ted | n pay t he 
] oO rn i in ) | | 
On t on i ! Mad ih : x i 
ht! | mit ' ‘ imed look The not | nd t d tl 
yud. H indmott yh Lig The pes Sage 





| bli nd she quickly it 1 a pain At the when he dn 
[ e cups Others prefer neg am now Ps iKIN _ Don j fo do 1 up i wai 


























outlook SI was bound to ! H ead ' ; , e | 
! ' n Hd | / owned look | poset iy isantly excited 
Donald. “Sq IT shall m n aft He kissed and whispered 
all old it Ye ny mind h Ble oO Good girl 
Mae ' 1 1 am 1, | expect Sh snuggled clo Befor ne ou 
I lecision confirmed. the — jove only dogs, I think. But, yes, | 
ude! 4! Dostoevski rolled on h . lad. How nice it fee i do not mean 
! mmo t I the overcoat i 
That's iSSUTI of you, Olga, not 
When Donald awoke white December! to mean the overcoat. Still, it’s a good 
unlight lit up his room; outside it looked coat. You look very smart 
cold; the lake was frozen and finely It’s the wedding.” She scowled. “You 
powdered with snow. He dressed and were right yesterday, Donald; you 
joined his father at breakfast always right. Why ts that? 
Good mornin “Confidentially, not always he 
Good mornin He led her out to his car, turned on th 
[They ate sausages and kidneys in engine to keep the heater warm And 
nce until the Colonel abruptly lowered sitting there with one arm about het 
his newspape! he resumed By no means always, but 
How're the evebrows he asked right this once about your hange olf 
All right. | think. Dad. thank vou heart, Olga pet. Know why? I used psy 
very much . chology—the homework gave me one or 
Look all right two ideas. | thought, if Dostoevski is the 
Yes well they ve had eighteen key to Russian high jinks in general, why 
months to make it back.” shouldn't he be the key to Olga Stepa 
Quite. Reminds me Another news nyskaya? And he was. You're Agl 
paper was folded in his pocket and he Someone in The Idiot—remember? A 
pulled it out Saved you this It was laia hopes to throw herself away on thi 
: the Blue Heron Weekly idiot, but the lad turns out not enough 
Your Sport Goods Dealer features “Bob 
An old issue. is it? an idiot, but she’s a hound for punish 
Tosk , ) k Burke P Demuret", Pace r " 7 ¢ “ESS 
moker", ond "Stylet” model Weeds & The week they sentenced the firebug me ind finally mana es to throw he 
lies Sinead He w Olea’s new neighbor. vou know self away on a phony Polish count. In 
He disappeared again behind his own Dostoevski, to be a Pole is sinking prett 
For the ideal Gifts for him. fos newspaper, a Vancouver daily low: to be English is bad, to be Ameri 
her oat ‘ ( ° Donald stared thoughtfully at the pic can IS worse, to be German Is stupid, to 
cl see the array of Carts, Head : be Ukrainiar 1 hut ta he Polict 
‘(as Gull Memes, ture of the patriarch neighbor and e Ukrainian ts comic, but to be Polish is 
Cover PESOS arn —— munched sausage and kidney. He said just plain vulgar. So anyway, since you 
sories of every kind—including the Lord. fourteen years! Poor Mr. Ewan- are Aglaia, | asked myself what a phony 
impressive new MacGrego1 ochka He has rather a kind face. hasn't Polish count has that I haven't ex 
Tufhorse’’ Golf Bags now avail- *” what vou can see of it. Look cept a phony title And wasn't I right 
able at your Golf Pro Shop, and h Lolsto You'd never think him a too? , 
Sport Goods Dealer. f yu She nodded, her lips compressed: she’. 
’ Oh, there was never much question crimsoned at his comparison; she herself 
grape replied the out-of-sight Colonel All once fancied a resemblance to Aglaia 
, sorts of his own people testified again She couldn't think what to reply. She 





TT Tw LIU G me | him. A revular procession’ nuzzled against the heavy winter coa 


eek Bek. Bae) Poor Mr. Ewanochka.’ and wondered just what, to change the 




















They ate on in silence until Madge ap subject, one said about Trollope. She 
peared had no ideas about Trollope she had 
Mornin Don Brought ‘jou this not had an easy time with him. Do How nice it feels—I do not me 
sec? She thrust her poison bottle close toevski showed an occasional treacherou overcoat,” said Olga, snuggling clos 
WHY WAIT unde his face. which he averted vein of humor about serious matters and 
he cle ' , 
‘TIL SUMMER? Thank vou. Madee. you're sweet, but she suspected Trollope to share it 
You ca I'm not ready to die,” he objected.,“Come She said at random Russian high 
enioy the sun now back in fiftv vears when the long hol is jinks, you say. What is that that was just then lumberin up the 
and be tin over and we'll kick the bucket together You know Russians in Russian nov driveway toward them 
every d / hall »* lc he , > rrccl aT : . 
A shall we els being Russian All Russians are a She récognized the truck for Howa 
) ttle cr ker y t n ice . 
Inside. see she persisted Bagged little crackers you must have noticed it Mercer’s and she watched its owner cl 
} wn t van muict thir . 
in it in the bathhouse She frowned What you must think of out and go toward the house 
C: He looked; he said aggrieved It's not me then the screen door flapped open: and 
, . even dead You! He was taken aback he gave he reached the ve nd botto step | 
in friendly Arizona a on ’ G tne veranda bottom step Luc 
While he peered in the bottle his an embarrassed laugh was waiting at the top 
I 
western gateway to Mexico > } } f ] , 
: mother bustled in What do you think of me, please, “The fur coat she wears, it is M 
Fr lorful booklet write: Sunshine : : s a ee 
+t he t 5670-D Pueblo Good morning all of you,” she said Donald? Bussey’s,” Olga offered 
Liimare lias OO” aaa silt Mla sali ; a ; ; ‘ 
Tucson, Arizona ; rapidly Donald darling, are we prop- Il x ed. Men generalize, my So Howie's back in favor! 
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With Lucy? It is not true. They are 
parated she told me All is over. No. 
e will send him away, you will see.” 

I won't; I don’t believe it. Howie can 
nstate himself with any woman in ten 
conds flat He only needs to look boy- 
h and distressed.” 

Although privately she inclined to 
ree with this, she disliked the idea and 
rted to object. She broke off, however 
cy had come down the steps and the 
r stood there looking at each other 
1d it appeared that Donald had stated 

exact truth—Mercer began talking 
nestly to Lucy, while she gazed back 
him in a manner she'd no business to, 
» Olga thought. Oh, where was Nick? 

‘ studied Lucy’s strained, eager smile, 

1 read in it her friend’s relapse. “Poor 
cy, inside she wants to be unhappy, 
t is plain to me. She is sunk 
The word sunk had magic in tt to Olga 
sent a small guilty thrill of pleasure 
ough her, and as she watched the one 
ve lovers, Lucy became blurred in het 
icy with a certain Nastasya Filippovna 
om her favorite reading. Nastasya had 
*n sunk too Mercer must have 
pped a proper toilet; his hair was 
npled and his chin blue. Lucy was 
iring at the blue chin—Olga knew what 

meant. Yes, Lucy was sunk 

She’s beckoning us 
Ihe two got out ot the car and tol 

1 Howard and Lucy indoors. There 


Marcelyn sat in the living room, taking 


r ease before the morning's wedding 
i wore a dove-grey tailored suit and 
~ked triumphantly young in it 
I'm having sherry, but there is vod- 
ka.” she said, “and then there’s Charles’ 
ye ( harles is dressing He s been i 
Y dogs age too Is IPPOse its the corsets 


Such a stupid convention, the bride and 
room aren't supposed to help each other 
iress before the ceremony Oh, pou 
your own, Donald. What is it, Lucy?” 
1 think I'll try the vodka, Mummy 
Better not, darling. When a man can 
round you without even bothering to 
vave, that’s no time to try the vodka 
What's keeping Charles? 
Olga murmured to Lucy, “You cant 
sist?” 
Darling, | don’t suppose I want to.” 
Poor Lucy. You are sunk.” 
She beamed Miss Amateur Psychol- 
of the Year, you're absolutely right.” 
Marcelyn called out, “Charles!” 
here was no response from the dress 
i room And everyone at once had 
same thought 
Charles!’ 
Marcelyn strode across, threw open 
v¢ door. The dressing room stood emp- 
She ran upstairs and threw open 
ry upstairs door; then she came slow- 
downstairs again 
Olga edged closer to Donald, who in- 
clined his head and whispered to her 
He's bolted again, all right There ll 
be fireworks. Let’s creep out 
highly 
irticulate followed the two of them out 


ind across the driveway; then the slam 


Marcelyn’s chagrin, which was 


of the car door cut it short Olga settled 
very close to her fiancé; the car slipped 
jown the orchard driveway, and through 
the gate. There, out on the road, the 
excitement at the Busseys’ no longer! 
seemed to matter any more; it was 
iftly forgotten 
They drove along the lakefront It 
still quite early morning, and low 
the sky back of the Little Brother 
homesteads a copper sun threw strips of 
ight across their road; light blinked on 
and off, on and off inside the car to tease 
the eyes. They jolted along over the 
washboard in the bright crisp morning 
Donald looking cool behind the unlit 
pipe, and Olga faintly scowling. * 
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The comic whose best jokes are on the house 
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actor. Nathan Cohen, the CBC’s opinion- 
ated drama critic, calls him “one of the 
best in the business Mavor Moore 
a Canadian playwright-actor-producer- 
director, says, “Paul is a thorough pro- 
fessional 

To the general public Kligman_ ts 
chiefly noteworthy as the symbol of a 


new phenomenon: though the vocational 


counselors aren't talking it up to high 
school students yet, acting Is now a pos 
ible full-time profession in Canada 


Fifteen years ago this wasnt so The 
flame of Canadian theatre was burning 
too low to cook anybody's meat and po 
tatoes on a regular basis, and there were 
no show-business sidelines to eke out the 
menu. In 1939 Kligman was playing for 
free in Winnipeg group theatres and get 
ting $2 
hearsed for nothing. His family said 


S00 for radio shows that he re 


Stop the foolishness.” They wanted him 
to finish his education, make something 
of himselt i lawyer, maybe, or a doc- 
tor 

Foday, what with Actors’ Equity pay 
scales, and radio and television assign 
ments to keep him going between stage 
roles, Kligman manages to support him 
self, his wife and two sons by acting 

Furthermore he insists that acting ts 
no more precarious than any other pro 
fession. He ought to know. Six years 
ago he was in the dry-goods business 
with his father-in-law in Vancouver. They 
owned a little clothing store the Arkay 
Shop—on East Hastings Street. Kligman 
was a good salesman. All his life he had 
sold things—groceries, furs, shoes; he 
loved selling; he could sell more bras 


sieres to the neighborhood ladies than 


the two female clerks combined. But for 
eight straight months he made no money 
from the store; there were constant prob 
lems about getting stock; big department 
stores were Opening up in the city 

Do you said Kligman_ recently 
“know the one about the tailor? The 
tailoring business was so bad that Feitel 
berg said to his partner, ‘Only the Mes 
siah could help us 

“*How could even the Messiah help 
us?’ said his partner in despair 

Why, said Feitelberg, “he'd bring 
back the dead and naturally they'd need 
new clothes 

“But some of the dead are tailors 
the partner pointed out gloomily 

‘So what?’ said Feitelberg They 
wouldn't have a chance! How many 
would Know this year’s styles?’ 

Kligman stretched the family income 
by accepting radio and stage bits in his 
spare time until finally he found he was 
spending more time with lines of dia 
logue than with lines of merchandise 
Thereupon he resigned from the North 
Burnaby Kiwanis Club and the North 
Burnaby Jaycees, borrowed $350 from 
his father-in-law and went to Toronto to 
try his luck 

He remains in the usiness there’s no 
business like because he’s found he can 
make a living at it. But he talked him- 
self into trying it, basically, because he 
loves it 

In October, for instance, he was play- 
ing on a Toronto stage in The Optimist, 
a musical-comedy version of Voltaire’s 


n show business 
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satire, Candide. He was forced to mis 
a performance because of laryngitis 

The next night, still croaking grievou 
ly, he showed up at the stage door for 
work. The producer, Mavor Moore, du 
biously put Kligman through one of hi 
songs ‘Go on home to bed again 
Moore said firmly or you'll have no 
voice left at all 

Kligman nodded docilely and turned 
to go; but as he went he mumbled | 


can't stand it at home, missing the show 
Ii! go out of my cotton-pickin’ mind 
He'll take any part that’s offered, from 


the voice of an Indian in a CBC school 
broadcast to a hapless salesman in a skit 
on selling techniques at a dealer conven 
tion. He’s played the Cowardly Lion in 
The Wizard of Oz and an outsize dimple 
kneed Jack in a Mother Goose panto 
mime. He cheerfully mugs, falls down 
flights of steps and takes pratfalls, it 
that’s what the script calls for 

In fact he loves the whole hackneyed 
works: first nights, double takes, not 


: 
whistling-backstage, curtain calls, foot 


lights, grease paint Most of all—lih 
any actor—he loves an audience. “It 

an absolute feeling of elation if I'm in 
rapport with an audience,” he mused 1 

cently 


Where does the money go? 


If he’s not onstage, with an audienc 
beyond the footlights, he finds his aud 
ence at parties, in the CBC canteen o1 


in his own home—and tells Jewish joke 


When he has a new joke he buttonhol 
colleagues, chance acquaintances, rela 
tives and his wife, Anne he night h 


met Anne—on a blind date in Vancou 
ver—he spent the evening trading joke 
with her cousin, who had arranged the 
date Anne further recalls that the two 
men continued to lob punchlines over he 
head all the way home There was 
imong many, many others, one about the 
woman who asked her husband for five 
dollars when he came home from work 
It went on 

What happened to the five dollars ! 
vave you this morning?” 

Do you want I should give you an 
iccounting?” 

Yes.” said the man firmly 

All right.” said his wife A doll 
here and a dollar there is two dollars 

Yes.” 

And before you turn around ts an 
other two dollars.” 

Yes.’ 

And the last dollar—lI won't tell you 

In the Kligman economic setup thi 
procedure is reversed. “Paul gives m 
a fixed sum for housekeeping. I don 
care how or where he gets it,” Ann 
explains. She adds, “As long as IT have 
that I can manage. I'm a good hovs 
keeper 

As an ex-businessman, Kligman | 
hard-headed about finding the regular 
fixed sum. He has arrived at a figure 
(between $150 and $175 a week) below 
which, as a family man, he cannot afford 
to sign a long-term contract. He has 
turned down several local repertory: of 
ters—as well as a chance at the Stratford 
Festival in 1953—because this require 
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median who can sing and dance. For naughty and sits patiently through Rot 
Hood on television if that’s what the 
He’s started giving Joe 


this reason he’s been called on to play 
the comedy parts in a whole series of want to watch 
musical comedies from Josh White, the an allowance this year: twenty-five cent 
hotelkeeper in Mavor Moore’s Sunshine a week. “Have I,” this reminds him 
Sketches, to Frosch, the jailer in Die “told you about the boy who wanted 
Fledermaus, for Vancouver's Theatre “ 

Under The Stars His voice, an un- 
operatic baritone, is_ thor- A young boy approaches his father 
father, may I have a 


more allowance 
It goes this way 
‘character 


untrained “Please, 





though 
I've been wondering about taking sing- 
“Have 


oughly serviceable saying, 


increase in my allowance?’ 


ing lessons,” he reported recently The old man strokes his beard reflec 
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I told you the one about the+man who _ tively. “And if you have an increase 
had no voice but insisted on being a your allowance, s» what 
FANCY MOLASSES” cantor?” “Then Id be able to go to night 
[he man in question, it turns out, got — school.” 
t’s easy to turn a cooked ham into a feast ——a through singing the service one day when ‘And suppose you go to night school 
flavor festival for the family with the help of Pure a quiet little man came up to him So what?” 
Barbados Fancy Molasses — acknowledged the finest “A difficult calling ours—not so, can- ‘Then I could get a better job.’ 


molasses in the world. 








GLAZED HAM 
fh to 8 lbs. cooked 
Whole cloves 
? tbsps. PURE BARBADOS FANCY 
MOLASSES 
'4 cup sugar 
'4 cup dry mustard 
} tbsps. PURE BARBADOS FANCY 
MOLASSES 


Heat oven to 325°F. (moderately slow). Re- 
move skin and part of fat from hot, cooked 
ham, score fat in diamond shapes; stud with 
cloves. Place ham in large, shallow pan; 
dribble with 2 tbsps. molasses. Mix remaining 
ingredients; pat uniformly over ham. Bake 
4) min. or until glossy and brown 

But be sure the label says 

Pure Barbados Fancy Molasses” 


BARBADOS FANCY MOLASSES COMPANY LTD. 


Bridgetown, Barbados, B.W.I. 
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Kligman’s deep love for the rueful 
logic and cheeky realism of Jewish hu- 
mor springs from his own background 
He was born thirty-three vears ago in 
Rumania, the son of Russian Jews who 
were fleeing a pogrom. He was brought 
up in the north end of Winnipeg. where 
his father drove a fruit truck, then 
ran a grocery store. At six Kligman was 
selling fruit from the open counter out- 
side the store. He sold his way right 
through high school and the first two 
years Of an arts course at the University 
of Manitoba. At the same time he joined 
a theatre group in an effort to overcome 
his deep shyness at seventeen he still 
didn't know how to dance and had 
never had a date. During his first year 
at college he starred as Sheridan White- 
side in The Man Who Came to Dinner 
At the moment his first line—a coldly 
measured “I—may 
round of laughter he learned about the 
sweet intoxication of applause 

College, and some extracurricular ven 
tures into radio, were interrupted by the 
war. At the end of a hitch in the RCAF 
Kligman found himself in Vancouver 


vomit’ —drew _ its 


in love and,:in due course, in business 
with his new father-in-law 

The abrupt switch to the stage. in 
February of 1950, was made with his 
father-in-law’s blessing. His own parents, 
too, now that he’s successful, feel safe 
in being proud of him 

He has a car and a pleasant, three- 
bedroom ground-floor apartment in a 
He is a good son, and 
good father. He plays with his two 
boys—Joel, eight, and Robbie. three 
teaches them sports, shouts at them in a 
deceptively 


new subdivision 


fierce voice when they're 


; tor he sighed “Suppose you get a better job? 
Just follow the easy recipe below and remember, a : We ny ee ee oe. 
big container of Pure Barbados Fancy Molasses Are you too a cantor? Then I could dress better and go 
can be one of the most useful things im your kitchen Lord preserve me, no! I'm a shoe- places.” 
for baking, cooking and spreading. maker.” ‘And suppose you dress better and go 


places. So what?” 
“Why, I might meet a beautiful girl.’ 
ll right. You meet a beautiful girl 
So what?” 
“Pd get married.” 
“So you'd get married. So what?” 
‘Why, papa, then I'd be happy!” 
“So, you're happy. So what? 
Kligman’s mother, 
Toronto, is apt to shake her head at 


when she comes to 


such stories and murmur to Anne, “If 
only he'd listened to me and gone on 
with his education. He could have been 
a doctor, or a lawyer.” It’s hard for 
Canadian parents to regard acting as a 
normal life. Not long ago Kligman an 
nounced casually to Anne that Andrew 
Allan, CBC drama supervisor, was look- 
ing for juvenile actors. Joel's name had 
Husband and wife ex- 
changed a glance. Anne said nothing 

“He could sock away a good bit 


been suggested. 
to 
ward his education,” Kligman mused fi- 
nally; then, vaguely but determinedly 
after another long pause, “I'd hate to 
see him get mixed up in all that so 
young.” 

But for himself Kligman says stout 
ly, “I love it. It’s exciting.” 

if you press him further, the familiar 
happy grin is apt to spread over the 
thick, friendly features 

‘Have I told you the one about the 
two old men?” he'll ask 

‘No,” you say 

“Two old men are sitting over thei 
glasses of tea,” he says. “They sit there 
for what seems like hours. At last one 
speaks 

‘Oy veh, he says 

“The other one says, 


me!” 


‘You're telling 
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in’t seem to like me very much.’ 
[There was no coyness in his manne! 
in his words. Neither was there mal- 
ce I guess he’s like me,” said Luiber- 
“He feels that he has to give a 
yod performance for his fans.’ 
An admirable thrust. It was a pity 
issandra was not there to take the dag- 
to his breast 
Unfortunately, the rumor spread that 
yerace was in the theatre and Val 


Parnell had to plan his escape from 


crowds that would be waiting at 


exit. So when the performance 
is over we all went backstage and in- 
performing monkeys in 


nected some 


their cage and met the other artists on 
e bill 


Liberace signed autographs, compli- 


ented performers and made _ himself 
pleasant as a politician on polling day 
obviously he likes being liked 


mercy al- 


(uite 
Neve! 
though he still had to face the ordeal of 
night clubbers at the 


once did he ask for 


the sophisticated 
Café de Paris. It is true that he smiled 
ind smiled until his face must have 
iched, but his manner did not vary no 
matter how big or small the performer 
who came up to him. 

Finally Val Parnell smuggled him out 
and by devious routes we gathered at 
the Casa Nova, a quiet costly night club 
with excellent cooking, good wines and 
1 male trio of a pianist, a baritone and 
a bass violinist 

When the three musicians stopped for 
breath Liberace smiled encouragement to 
them, and when they asked for his auto- 
‘raph he wrote a short tribute to thei 
nusicianship 

Nor in our conversation at the table 
lid either his eyes or his mind wander 
I do not proclaim him a wit but he 
ensed and enjoyed such humor as 
trayed into our talk. That 
John Eden MP, nephew of the prime 
minister, had taken him around the 
mpty Houses of Parliament 
asked me two or three questions that 
showed he had taken in a good deal of 
what he had seen at Westminster 


afternoon 


Liberace 


At midnight we arrived at the Cafe 
de Paris, that famous resort that literally 
rose from its ashes after the war. One 
night during the blitz while subalterns on 
were dancing with their girl 
friends a bomb struck the building. In 
in instant it was a ghastly scene of the 
jead and dying. But today it is a temple 
of fame where Grandma Dietrich, the 
igeing juvenile Noel Coward and now 


leave 


Liberace offer their gifts and their 
charm to a champagned audience that 
pays a Ruritanian king’s ransom for the 
privilege. 

As we waited at our table and did 
honor to the wine of France, the lights 
were suddenly lowered, the drums vi- 
brated and a spotlight revealed the great 
Liberace coming down the stairway 

For reasons best known to himself he 
was wearing a jacket made of sequins 
that glistened and twinkled in the arc 
lights that glared at him. The unemo- 
tional British nearly swooned with ex- 
citement. 

“Thank you, ladies and gentlemen,” 
sald the pianist in a flat unaccented voice 
It is sure good to be here at the Café 
de Paris.” -Then with a smile of in- 
nocence he said, “I'd better get out of 
the limelight or these sequins will melt.” 

Ha! ha! A hit, a most palpable hit! 
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| is dexterous and his tone is pleasant. He When the Parnells throw a party in 
did not attempt anything that required — their flat it is really something. On this 
any great technique but what he did, he night there were comedians, film direc 
“Imagine Jim did well tors, two or three peers, the lovely Duct 
Most of it was googly sentimental stuff ess of Argyll, gossip writers, chairmen of 
building this (and his singing voice would be lost with companies, tycoons, golfers, playwrights 
out a microphone), but he has a gift of ind television moguls. But alas! Momn 
‘Famous happiness He likes playing the piano Liberace was not there George wa 
He likes people to listen to his playing the only other representative of the fam 
De Ly He likes George and Mom, he likes the ily. Liberace played the piano but obvi 
signer Café de Paris, he likes money and he ously his heart was not in it That easy 
likes being alive smile had given way to a pensive look 
original for us! As with many other great men he has like Hamlet worrying about his beloved 
| found the real meaning of success, which Ophelia 
f is self-expression at a profit On, on he played and the guests clam 
Let’s be sentimental.” said Liberac ored for more. Then he asked to be 
in that same unaccented voice. Where forgiven if he stopped, and we agreed 
‘ ‘ia hi upon he played a medley beginning with \ few minutes later he took me into a 
with easy-to-follow Famous Designer plans ; Auld Lang Syne—but he had not allowed small alcove and we sat down 
for the tribal customs of the British Did you read Cassandra?” Yes, I had 
we Up got three pairs of people from thei read it 
tables and began a sedate dance and the ‘Why does he write such things about 
f | swung hands. Liberace looked at them me?” said Liberace. “What have I done 
and with interest and some concern. He that is so wrong? I like playing the 
o R wanted to get on to his next tune, but piano for people and I don’t mean any 
rtable electric tools what would happen to the stately dan harm to anyone. Then why, why does 
po cers? Brother George was also obvi Cassandra write such stuff? It has been 
ously unhappy reproduced in Time magazine and has 
So Liberace changed the tune and sot into local newspapers all over Amer 
after a time the embarrassed dancers ica. [| got a letter from a friend of mine 
Built of Walnut Weldwood realized that something had gone wron: who lives in the part of the States where 
— @ product of and beat an ignominious retreat. So we come from: Cassandra’s article has 
Weldwood Plywood fe did the Baxters. It had been a long night been published there too.’ 
and sleep was weighing heavily upon our Ihe fabulous Liberace no longe 
eyelids. smiled. To use the awful jargon of the 
4 Three days passed and then Helen moment, he was just a hurt, mixed-up 
Parnell phoned us that she was going to kid who probably wanted to go home to: 
throw a farewell party at her flat for our Mom 
hero. “You must come,” she said. “Mom From the drawing room came _ the 
: is going to be there and you must se strains of a Chopin nocturne from the 
this vi pews eager her She is really something.” piano. It was Lord Foley, who plays well 
pical of Edward Let’s go,” said my wife. She made it but will never make matrons swoon o1 
j Geeakars furniture as a mere suggestion but there was an oung girls squeak 
; parm palin Fy air of finality in her voice that made me And that brings to an end this story 
because Jim built it realize we would be among those pre of a legend that came to life in London 
with plans from our ent ind was cruelly hurt in the process * 


Cummin’s dealer!” 





Take the “work” out 
of “workshop” when 
you get busy on this 
beautiful Screen-Bar... 
work faster, easier, 
more accurately with a 
Cummins Portable 
Electric Workshop! A 
wide variety of easy- 
to-use attachments 
puts power to work for 
you on dozens of jobs, 
from ——s to cmon 
sanding, polishing a 
many more! 


The lady is a labor leader continued trom page 








Workers finish at 5, but for Huguette there are 
evenings of union meetings and strikes at night 


carton load was necessary for a_ short i worker from the cutting room to the 
while because production was not up to freezer without proper gear, that a prom 
Cummins hi schedule. Huguette thereupon came up ised new women’s washroom in another! 


“Organizer” case keeps 














every attachment with an alternative: why not let the work plant hadn’t materialized, that an em 
securely in place where ers carry their usual four cartons, and ployer had promoted a junior man ove! 
) ; 

yon te ae take care of the extra load by pressing the head of a senior man and that an 

) sancadhe lego motor two or three electric trucks into tempo other foreman was making passes at 

is manufactured to the CUSAMMINS Medel 2062 DRILL-SAW KIT rary service? After some argument, and female employees To all these com 
A ode > - 

high stendards of Over 38 pieces In this delune portoble electric workshes in view of the safety factors, the manage plaints Huguette listened patiently and 
ilitary,avionic motors : F : f aan - 

to } l including Cummins Mode! 305 Pistol-Grip . Drill with ment agreed to meet the crisis as she sug promised action At half 94St SIX SN 

to assure long, | eared Chuck, 4° Saw Attachment, 7 Drill Bits, 12 Sanding PIOInECe aC nail past six sl 

Seeentess core. Discs, Lambs Wool Bonnet, Rubber Backing Pad, Grinding gested, and Huguette reported the news dashed around the corner for a cup of 

Get your reen-Bar Wheel, Buffing Wheel, Wire Wheel Brush, Paint Mixer, 6-piece acl , ; ; 

; y ack to the workers at noon in the com cofl and a sandwich, before rushin rfl 
plans at your Cummins Arbor Set and Horizontal Bench Stand $48.95 : eee ee efore rushing 
dealer now (or use pany cafeteria tO a union-membership meeting whe! 
cae, Sunes oer == Cummins Mode of 3051 gy Other ¢ r ummin - wits fas After lunch. she hurried off to a food she explained the terms of a labor agi 
Fee chat rahe Si Ea $42.95 $24.95 to $59.95 processing plant where girls in the tea ment and took up a collection for so 
he has on display! packing department were complainin workers on strike 

x that their machines were set too fast Ihe meeting ended at 10.30, giving he 
SSCA CAMA CR KR Without notifying the boss of her visit, time to catch the night shift at anoth 
she was able to check the speed hersel! packinghouse during midnight lunch p 
M-4 . t , «} mnanied | oe . ae " 
Enclosed is 25c in oke this cour aying this od, or mail to Later that afternoon ne accompanic od and listen to more levances 
eas, Soa onee the grievance committee to its appoint She was back home at one a.m 
ummnins- r/ ble Fi tric Tool: | 
pel eg treme pchaalansel tome 2 2C. Tic OOoI1s ment with management and came Way turning in, when her telephone ran 
——e represented by with the promise that the machines would the president of a UPWA local info 
Edward Wormley’s Grant Brothers Sales, \td., 334 Lauder Ave., Toronto, Ont be set slower her that a worker had just been fired 
Scroen-Bar. NAME _ Four-thirty found her at her desk in his plant and other workers had f 
renee we ADDRESS a UPWA’s tenement-house office on St their jobs in sympathy. She was wanted 
on the : Joseph Boulevard East. During the next out at the plant right away. Promises to 
pare. a «rag CITY ZONE PROV ™ ‘ P . . : 
i beens ‘ two hours workers on their way home 1OOK Into it next morning didn’t sati 
+ ner’ : ‘ 
series. lain Made | Oster, ANUFA RIN to supper stopped in to inform her that him, so Huguette uncomplainingly d 
the foreman in one plant had transferred red herself out of bed and back to work 
fA< , \ tec EMBER 






























































' 
was three in the morning before she presented h vith lve hundred j 
ee "ae . . sat y Clive Ured lo () 
lally slept P surprise { ' nd sent he St . : as , 
Fortunately, not all Huguette’s davs month's holiday in Europe H a | " 
re quite so busy. But the problems she Pent most of her ne in P id ont ; } : ‘ 
iced on this particular Tuesday are typi French me pack She i } Hy, 
il of the problems she faces every d © get back to Canada early Aus 
ot her lite No one would deny that H tt ork Y " M 
After listening to grievances for sev- feminine to fingertip t oO ) n 
il years, she is convinced that at least e doesnt leave t c oO ' 
ye of the trouble lies with manage ACE An who invite 
vent’s reluctance to explain h Oo exp co ( p 
nplovees q oO { ch : . 
A recent grievance brought to h , whe c { ) 
s, for instance, concerned a rt . ' h W | 
it employees on the killing floor o 
e Montreal plant should report ——— ™ 
ork four mornings a week at sev 
»clock, and Mondays at eight o'clock 
Ih workers complained that they Oh 
t as early on Monday ind had t 
iste time waiting for the il ech 
time oniyv to De Kept on the 0 
\ o'clock nstead ol our oOcloch 
ial After Hucuett XI ned tl 
ew cattle arrived at the p te Mo , 
la morning so as to iV I F 
nent the expense of feeding tl oO 
he week end, the workers 
neir presence on th Allin lox 
gent was not necessary 
Most levaneces ne | lisco | 
e neither simple nor one ed. S 
mes an entire department must be 
) nized betor some mall comp 
1 be remedied. The rank and file ex 
pect a union representative to ¢ ‘ 
tantly at war with the bosse ind 
Huguette occasionally ec eye to 
with management she must be preps d 
to defend her position with f f 
and conviction \ worker who np 
into her office and demand What do 
ou mean | haven't I i riey c 
innot be dismissed with a smile o 
shrug Instead, Huguett nust carel 
xplain the reasons for the union’s po 
Ol view It’s ip to oO it ? 
lappy she explains 
Interviews inside ; hterho 
e elbow of a worker killing a pig « 
heep o 1 COW 1 upset \ 
irs oO iced with the t oO 
le =waited 1 Ick ¢ ) lo ne 
noment when she would » he 
) d No he can stand 
ut mussing a ord 
Altho h the job o ve i y 
ces tak up most o H 
I ha othe! ponsit ¢ A 
presiden ot the Ca ! 0 
( onere me or n % | 
o official dinner 1a l Oo y! 
Montreal! | or Counc n ) co 
ct month neetings devoted to bet 
12 municipal services in Montre At 
t twice a month sh TT I M 
ime to inves t 1 
ytiate contracts in H x or Picto 
i he tran I tr ne ( I 
tin N nt I dearded tic 
CK Caps who Nave Oo oc OHS 
» themselves. Thes 
kosh yuTCNe Ik ‘ rh ( 
! Packer W I I 
A ttol lraditi Is U 
Mmgiou n so 1O 0 1u 
ons I natlo CONVE or I 
ip to Hi tte ( holic, t | n 
nem p C and to hand LO 
plicated financial if I I 
othin Ise hat oO l Ke 
mart girl! ivs Kalmar insh 
or of the J ish Labor Co 
Summer and autumn a usy seaso 
for UPWA, since contracts l 
ind negotiations with the Bi Three 
irried on at these times. Unt 
ummer Huguette hadn't taken a vac 
tion in eight years. Last June, possit 
} ecognition of fhe! ww prestig will 
} Canadian Labor: Congress, the 110 
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ai BY GEORGINA LUSSE 
: E N 4 
: ° : 
‘ Yt be “fh, As any mother will agree, this old, much 
/ f : Quoted simile is out a mile. For asa 
y/ Witjii | : Matter of cold truth, babies are absolutely 
ea - «., : : aw ) Loaded with guile, and long before they’ve 
~~ & Cut their first tooth, have beaten their 
Parents into a state of abject submission 
. ...A SELECT CIGARETTE By behaving like bombs that are apt to 
Explode, with, or without, nuclear fission 
P FOR DISCERNING PEOPLE 
har 
Ly? 4%. 
ee 
A. can stand improvement. What good is a she learned that employees in the ship 
. 

A tyss fine wage if you can lose your job over- ping department had long hours and low 
val C) | ~ ™ night?’ pay she urged them to organize. When 
Ss | a | < . Irganizing some of these plants is her boss suggested that she could not 

Aa” rr . comparatively easy. Others are difficult serve two masters, Huguette told him 
and in some cases the union achieves ce! Then I choose the union,” and resigned 
tification as the official bargaining agent Somebody told her that Romeo Ma 
but never gets beyond that. Huguette thieu, the international representative of 
and Mathieu have been organiz em the United Packinghouse Workers, need 
ployees at one Montreal! firm, Dominion ed a secretary. Huguette tried the nec 
Provisioners Limited, for almost a year essary examination and got the job. It 
and they still haven't concluded negotia paid twenty-five dollars a week 
tions with the management Mathieu says, “If I'd been an ord 
Huguette has dealt with at least two nary businessman I'd have fired her that 
firms where, after months of effort, she first day. She kept interrupting and ask 
still couldn't do business with the man ing questions. I was dictating a letter to 
agement and had to give up her fight an employer concerning a grievance, and 
How management and labor plotted and I said we would ‘proceed to arbitration 
counterplotted during that time reads She asked me, “What's a= grievance 
like a strategic manual on how to play What's arbitration? What will it accon 
chess, with some cloak-and-dagger in plish?” She questioned everything. Sh 
trigue right out of a melodrama tossed paid a dollar out of her first week’s sal 
in for good measure ary and joined the union. She came t 
Both cases followed the same pattern every meeting and bégged to distribute 
a request by workers for a union in thet circulars. Right from the beginning, she 
plant, secret meetings in out-of-the-way was union material 
restaurants to sign up the necessary fifty In 1946, to her immense delight, he 
_— percent-plus-one majority needed for local appointed her a delegate to UPWA 
barons of 200 union certification, dismissal of the lead convention in Montreal. It was a nev 
ers in the fight for a union, charges and experience for the young stenograph« 
. counter-charges by both management and — and it whetted her appetite for more 
Ke Apecially Wipf fied the union, an injunction under the crim When a textile strike broke out 
; 7 he ; “m inal code prohibiting further dismissals  Valleyfield, she was out there every mort 
for bAhristmid YY without good cause, and the gradual de ing at six, walking the picket line 
j Z moralization of workers to the point sympathy with the strikers and returnin 
where everybody in the plant was regard to her job at nine 
ing everybody else as a possible stool Picketing a rubber plant in Chamt 
pigeon. In both cases, although the Que that same year, she had her first taste ol 
bec Labor Board had certified UPWA as jail The company opened its gates on 
official bargaining agent, it became evi- morning and Huguette tried to persuad 
dent as month followed month that some workers not to ente! The nex 
management and labor were getting no thing she knew she was in Chambly ja 
where After ten months. management That night Papa Plamondon picked up 
asked the board to revise the status of his evening paper and found himse 
the union. It emerged that the disilh Staring at the defiant face of his daugt 
sioned workers were hopelessly in arrears ter He had been pro-union all his lif 
with their dues, and UPWA was decerti but he considered a daughter in jail 
fied. to be replaced later by a company disgrace He ordered Huguette to qui 
union her union activities. She said she'd d 
Fortunately for Huguette and UPWA irst 
they have few experiences like these During the next twelve months she wa 
Most plants organize with little trouble ailed four times for distributing pam 
Last year Huguette succeeded in organ thlets, at that time a municipal offens 
izing the office staff of Wilsil, Limited n Montreal 
into the first white-collar union in the Are you trying to laugh at our law 
meat-packing industry The men in the he court recorder snapped when her ba 
packing plant turned out to support their iad gone up from twenty-five dolla 
office brethren, the general manager wa i hundred 
picketed as he sat in his glass-walled Not at all Huguette retorted 
office. and, in Miss Plamondon’s werds ust think they’re wrong 
It was a battle! The bylaw against distributing pa 
: Fighting is Huguette’s favorite pastime phlets has since been repealed 
THE CIGARETTE She resigned in a huff from her first cleri Huguette spent Thanksgiving Day 
" p ; ” } cal job at seventeen after her employer 1947 in jail. eating mushy tomato sand 
: j objected to her trying to unionize his wiches It was October and packing 
W-l TH THE Vege YO : shipping plant. Papa Plamondon. a paint house workers across the country had 
, a, er for the CPR in the Thirties. had al- been on strike for eight weeks with no 
ee bey : t or ways told his children, “If it weren't for sign of a settlement. Huguette had work 
the union I wouldn't have worked even ed hard during those eight weeks. organ 
thirty-seven days last year or had my izing crews of workers’ wives to man 
pension plan,” so young Huguette was soup kitchens and make over old clothes 
convinced that unions were good. When and educating them in what she calls 
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On the day before 


leaked out that the 


ike mentality 
Thanksgiving 
Montreal plant of ¢ 
gates next 
meeting that 
morning found 
Mill 


police on hand, 


word 
anada Packers would 
day. UPWA 
night, and 
picket lines stretch- 
Street, and provincial 
ready for By tl 
workers 
Montreal 
appeared on the scene 


high and 


Staged 


Thanks- 


pen its 
i mass 
ving 

down 


action 





f 


e the first busloads of 


uding large numbers of 
nployed 


nsion was tempers 


ger off. Before the day was over 243 
orkers were to land in jail 

Huguette says she was legally pe id 
1g up and down in front of the gates 


6.40 when a couple of policemen told 
to keep moving. She retorted that 
ind that she didn’t have 
» run. Whereupon, she I 

off to jail. They 
nd her photograph 
vas freed by nightfall and 
lismissed Hu 


S 


ne was moving 





Says. ney 





took her fingerprints 


Ithough everyone 


charges were 
has a jail 


guetie recoré 


love for the Quebec provin- 


little for the 


has no 


police and press, whicl 


he accuses of irrying the scantic n 


wmation about why the workers were 


yn strike, and of bursting out with ex- 


ted headlines 


At the 


end of the sirike Hugue 


© V 


1 a secretary, but she was taking on 
other duties A steward 
om the plant to complain that the bos 


iad laid off a 
and if 


would phon 


instead o 


senior man 


junior, Mathieu were out of 
Huguette 


Right from the 


handle the grievance 


Mathieu was con 


would 


Start 


vinced she'd go far in the labor move 
ment. When the International Union of 
Electrical Workers asked for a man to 
help with a campaign, he sent Huguette 
4 woman?” they muttered Well, at 
least she'll be able to type But in a 
week she was advising them how to ap- 
peal to French-speaking people; in a 
month she was in charge of the cam 
paign 

Ihe boss had her in tears 


IUEW wanted keep her, but l 
vad other plans for M 


They offered her the position of Qt 
1d Maritime field representative on an 
jual footing with Romeo Mathie 
As the first woman organizer In 
Canadian packinghouse ndustr H 
tte went to work first il i small 
Montreal plant who nanage had 


igreed deal with the union 


dered his protégée to handle them 
Full of confidence, Huguette started 
yut. An hour later she was back in te 
Ihe boss had ordered her off the fj n 
es 4 woman mixed p in ibor 
had shouted Yo yucht io «OD 
hamed! 
Mathie 1) Sh et 
his girl. St s like a machine I} 
| sh ill kinds o olors i 
e had been poisone 1. She 1. ‘J 
e had hit m then we'd have 
Then sh ried son nore 
Huguette iste ng to Matt 
ion of the sto lenies she cried 





nplovees 
not to miss any fireworks. But 1e 
employer had simmered 
When Huguette emphasized that she was 


woman, but as a 


down overni 


not there as a 


representing other workers, he gave in 
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ind negotiations got under way. Hu- 
tuette organized his plant and today 
whenever he runs up against some labor 
problem it’s Huguette he insists on deal 


ing with 


The sight of a girl labor ader un 
nerves many an executive, Mathieu has 
d scovered 

What do yo mean sending that enn 
over here? I can’t even swear in front 

















of her!” one manager phoned him 
Another, complained, “I just suggested 
there might be some diff s and right 
iwa she wa nad That woman has f 
1 her y 
Because Hi < ev n 
nion representativ o dresses sha 
bily us letting the wrke iown ne 
shop yuut of season fo ood suits at 
reduced rates. One executive, misled 
Miss Plamondon fashionable app 
ance, offered he the best Tur coa in 
Montreal if she'd urge h plo oO 
accept a seven-and-a-half-cent raise in 
tead of the ten cents the were Ain 
She refused, eloquer 
idmits that in her irly d 
tr lan nent I A 10 l 
Vay the Ol ot Yo ¢ fish! 
You are exploiting tt orkers! You 
care for nobody but yourself he would 
lenounce in emplo who lidnt eC 
eye to e with her oday she be 
nning to re e th occasionally m 
nent h side of the sto Last 
year, convinced that profi were \ 
down in i p t where th VOrh 
wanted a w increase he ivised 
them to postpone eir demand After 
! he told them er not he ) 
make IN compan t Arup nN 0 
nt et blood out o ton 
However, on occ on en t 
12g of mind een labor and mana 
ment prov mpossible he has oth 
de Fo t when a Quebec ( 
plant ently f ito d 1 pe 
sible w C ind frit he t 
H lett olved 1 effective tra 
} do f that 1} packin 
1OUsE lust m ount 
She adv d employe » cl k in half 
n ho i 
i 1 4 I 1 ) n 
trom Oo |! | ne 1 
K p od fro ho ) 
| } | f ould } 
cor I work yuld exy t 
e docked fi of H 
exp i 1 Tt , ul I 
t ele oO j i iM) 
I ‘ 
lou 
The | into efi id 
1 on j P i Oo , pletel 
pset. Nex n O 
ot to 1 
ho pa 
Ev h h 
H 1 pro to bp i ) Sh 
x 1 ra wo Oo 
‘ ‘ : i es mo wo 
) I field At yn 
t I rt Wa red men 
‘ r } t p to speak 
S rk D 
Be ou b hat 
" ' rd t 


O O Cc r lent of ti 
lad l Co cto 
yr he x 
Me } oO eld ) p 
) +} M P] oO x 
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The Price of Money... 
changes in the levels of intere 
place in the past three months than in any comparabk period 
for several years. most important factor 


about these « hange scan best be described as “the price olmoney 


follows that the 


xpansion in Canada has exerted such a 


supply ol fund- 


past twenty years when it h been possible to 


municipal and corporation bonds and debentur: 


when all investors might 


This is a time when ¢ xperience can help you in 


ment selections suitable to your personal requirements 


have experienced peopl who 


EK. Ames & Co. 


tablished 1889 
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*A detailed print of your authentic coot of arms, suitable for framing and withoy 
Write William Grant & Sons Ltd., 


t advertising, is available 
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Johnny Lombardi’s kingdom of music and macaroni continued from page 20 











, which comes in. torped: 


ff four ind five feet 


h as ISO 


" 
th most shell space 


st It is there in a 
iriety and shapes 
thin, flat and 


and curls 
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macaroni, Spi 


" f I ! I int fald 
" 1 mx Lom 1; | pa 
} DO ul wen 
j ) .) ) 
| ] ' it yf 
Lo ird | ivt thousa 


t 
Oly oh pper mo 
irdi’s special interests. He tak 
I ( i | | in ther hane 
i I i H liscou 
m ho th rit ontri t 
noi oO in tn Oliv on th 
in of rotatin th irrel nd 
f Kpo tneir conten to th 





Som peopl 


| who se oll 
dipped out of a barrel of br 
it isnt inital Lombardi 
th font know anything about 


Actuall until! 1946 when h 


h first tor Lombardi didn't 
nuch about it either He alw 
healthy appreciation of the talian 
n but it was confined largely to 
ner table He soon developed 


more practical interest 


Lombardi was thirty and a 


army sergeant when he arrive 


f 


had been a dance-band trumpet 


had won hi promi to try 





om oversea and wa dischar 
nobody objected and the po 


efore joining the army but his 








Hi I I 
I 1oO Ork 
} to help fin S 
Mal of Tv Oo 1 
to 
ir from opt { 
imored yf 
oO I ) 
ol rn oC H 
old | n f ) 
ih ta t peoy I 
. wh } 
i oO | t 
Johnr Lomt 1 H 
Oo Oo ) T Oo 
i ison o do I 
I in-langua pro 
the wa 
Ww loronto station } 
etters of CHUM four 
ve Johnny Lombard 
a ind ouncin 
hal S id hoo 
rnished tt ecords too 
lot of ill in tho da I 


fered it 


t 


show continued Oo mol 


By Simpkins 








MACLEAN’S 


efforts are made to keep abreast ol 
Italian version of the Hit Parade. Sep 
tember’s No. | favorite was Per Un I 


with pasta, peppers and plum tomatoes Lombardi’s clerks sold 11,000 concert tickets 





t offered to t iditio 
thirty minutes if the station would all 
him to resell the time to other sponsor 
I he tation greed nd Lombard 











citin planning ; 
j tin servol 
ponso! med lar than ever 
cont Sunday 10 
vy thirty ntil it re 
1 its p mensions 
In the meantime, to handle the ov 
low. he inaugurated a one-hour weekd 
t H now planning to inv 
enin held th still inothe oO 
) 1OW fn ty Ss weekl | 
ted listene wit o knowledge 
It in could be excused for concludi 
it Lombardi programs are little m 
man i \ cession ol Te ve I hl delive 
ymmercials separa I nusic Th 
ot quite the case 
For instance ecent three-hour S 
day show had one five-minute newsc: 
ponsored by a Toronto daily paper 
ninute telephone quiz sponsored 
nacaronl manufacturer In additior 
there were about sixty messages mark 
hs, wedding anniversaries, baptis 
nd the like The charge for this is t 
lollars per message 
Lombardi no longer does any 


wuncing. He gave it up when his ulce 


ouble became serious. Both the Sunda 








nd weekday shows are fresided over 
in al younz immigrant name 
Ontario Sarracini, Lomba on f 
time radio employee He is a fort 


it 1 honor of tt province they | 
ved in for a while befo eturnin 
Italy where he was born 

Sarrac does all the announc Oo 

ekday program and works the Sur 
larathon v Alde Ma orot f 
ook \ } pas ynate love of op 
ind Dedena Morello, a substantial, goo 
natured housewife whom Lombardi 


eal Mama Ros Each Sunday, w 
" 








ch dedic idd s themsel 
oO sk ) dir the om 
ind servic of so tv Lo 
sponsors 

I} et ners to p 
( Mario’s Sp etti House. to ce 
) with olive oil prepare 1 b Gra ! 
) oO c Db t ( e) Ww pe 0 S 
hat important rin it a shop quaint 
amed Two Little Jewelers o d 
( e Roma, to relax at the Italo-( 

! 1 Recreation ( to read the ( 
ere Canadese and to nake tl oO 
che ed trip to the old count ne 
( One in a ship of the It in | 

Barbe the dience m l 
o join tl Itali oc of t t re 
union nd the ladies € lles 
; ed to mak ppointme 
Ma Beauty Salon where “M G 
co, her lovely and t ited da ter De 
Ores and the rest of the staf 

ve you personal and patien tentio 

About forty per cent of the speaki 
time on Lombardi’s shows Ss now 
English. a concession mainly to Ita 
Canadians who have lost th 10 
tongue. The music is exclusively Ita 


All the records are drawn from Lor 
Dardis own collection which he k 
up to date with imports from Italy. Tt 


accent Is On pop tunes and strenuo 


AGAZINE DI EMBER . rs 


————e 





D’Erba, Blade of Grass A recent 
welty hit was Toni Me Toccé Tony 
yuuched Me 
Lombardi never misses a cl 
omote his stage shows he once had 


roup of singers demonstrate their tal 





before 650 guests iS Niece’s we 

But his radio programs are his 
st valuable publicity medium The 
pt for one Sunday show included this 


1 of vigorous plugging 

Un Saluto Al Mio Paese That was 
4 Greeting To My Country sung by 
Giorgio Consolini, one of the stars of 


Second Annual Italian Festival of 
song coming to Toronto’s Massey Hall 
ext Saturday Tickets for this great 
how are now on sale at Lombardi's Ital- 


1 Foods, 595 College, corner of Clin- 


Vecchio Quartiere Attractive new 
yng stylist Vittoria Mongardi has just 
The Old Quarter. Miss Mongardi 
be seen and heard in person next 
Saturday when Johnny Lombardi pre 
its his Second Annual Festival of Ital 
1 Song 
In spite of this kind of boosting, Lom 
rdi was not satisfied. The program was 
ring its end when he called the studio 
d asked for a fina! pitch Maggiorott! 


ot through his all right in English 


hist 


} Sarracini was just warming up in Hila 
n when he was cut off by the theme, 
Sole Mio. But it made little difference 


iuse the show was a sellout 


A teen-age Walter Winchell 


Except in moments of nostalgia, John 
1y Lombardi has not looked back since 
he entered the world of commerce 
through the rough-and-tumble of shining 
shoes and selling newspapers. He was 
born oni Dec. 4, 1915, in a section of 
central Toronto that encompassed most 
of the city’s Italian population of the 


lay. His first job of any account was 


vorking after school as a printer's devil 
yn an Italian-language weekly newspaper 

Before long he was writing the paper’} 
ynly feature in English, a column devot- 


to the activities of young Italo-Cana-« 

ns Fetchingly titled “Little It 
Through A Keyhole.” it dealt with such‘ 
iried subjects as picnics, budding ro 
inces and spaghetti-eating contests. “I 
is a sort of juvenile Walter Winchell 
lian style,” he recalls 

When the paper went bankrupt Lom 
irdi, at fifteen, quit school and went to 
ork for another Italian weekly By 
his time music had become his major 
iterest. He had been an adept student 


yf the trumpet since he was twelve and 
s now taking lessons and practicing 

rly At sixteen Johnny Lombardi 
ossomed forth leading his own orch 


Engagements were scarce so Lombardi 
ind his colleagues, by renting unused 


ills, got into the dance-band busines 


themselves. They would scrape and wax 
the floors, put up paper-streamel! decora 
tions and soften the lights. In quest of 


f 


tmosphere, they changed the name of 
one place from Heintzman Hall to Ra 
mona Gardens and another from Green- 
wood Hall to Old Sorrento 


Eventually the diet of school dances 


socials and weddings began to pall and 
he disbanded the orchestra to take a 


ob with a group playing at a summer 
resort. He later joined a band in Lon 
don, Ont., and stayed there until 1941] 
when he enlisted. He served in England 
France, Holland, Belgium and Germany, 
but never Italy 

Since the day ten years ago when he 
came home and opened his first modest 
store Lombardi’s life has been centred 
in the same neighborhood. It is a heavily 
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How 10 cond 2 big hug 


It’s the postman with a parcel! There’s excitement here — for though distance may 
keep the family apart, gifts bring their hearts together at Christmas. 

The familiar wrapping that protects most Christmas gifts in the mail 

is brown kraft paper. Every day in our British Columbia mills, we manufacture 
enough of it to wrap 2,600,000 average Christmas parcels! 


The demand for kraft bag and wrapping papers has gone up in Canada by 68° 
in the last ten years. This mounting demand has prompted Crown Zellerbach 
volves the installation of 

Ik Falls and a $4,500,000 


to embark on an expansion program which ir 
500,000 kraft pulp and paper plant at F 
paper converting and box plant at Richmond, B.C 


a $28 


’ 


In these and in our pioneer Ocean Falls paper mill, wood from 
our timberlands is turned into essentials of better-and-happier-living 


for millions of Canadians. 


Our miniature laboratory paper-making 
machine is an exact replica of one of the 
block-long, two-storey machines at our 

Elk Falls or Ocean Falls mills. 

We use this small-scale working 

model to develop new techniques and 
products without interrupting. production. 





Forest products for better living 


CROWN ZELLERBACH CANADA 


& § by ; rE D Vencourer, 6.C 


PAPER e PACKAGING PRODUCTS . LUMBER . PLYwoooD 
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ex unse 


the STYLE ; 
and TONE of a 


HEINTZMAN 


7 EPRENCH 
| heotattal 


reveals the lasting reward of a 


fine iano and the quiet grace of 


a pe riod design that lends a note 


of dignity to traditional decor 


With Grand Piano in Vertical 


Form construction and the 


Aprafte 


Heintzman of today 


patented Bridge, the 


is the finest 


piano in Heintzman history 


See and play the Heintzman 
French Provincial at your nearest 
Heintzman dealer or write 


for descriptive catalogue 


A i) (ates Of fant piased for over S00 ytars 
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TREET TORONTO 








~ PLAN NOW 


to enjoy a Québec 


SKI VACATION 


In French ¢ 


favorite winter sport at its best 


find 
Bright 
sparkling snow, clear dry air, brilliant 
You will be 


traditional hospitality in 


inada you will your 


sunshine welcomed with 


comfortable 


modern inns and hotels 
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For the sake of argument 


The 
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that stand shoulder-to-shou he knew ler man 
the crowded streets often shel This neighborhood home to dashed onto the scen id bounded 
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poke no I ish an hen her ilighied from open cars to vid I ohn Lon 1 ) 
pilled a cup of amin ott p nt of t 1d m oO * 


continued | 





“‘Why generalize about a sex that has Monroe and Mrs. Roosevelt?” 
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Should a man go in the kitchen? 











IT TELLS HIM EVERYTHING 
YOU HAVE IN MIND. 
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The Architect says: \ . 


Martinis, like 
houses, must be 
built on good \ 


foundations— 






there’s no gin like 


Gordons 
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pplest CHRISTMAS 


that last minute night- 
mare start her ona 
cet of Wallace Ster- 
ling. A few pieces of 
Christmas other 
pieces on birthdays, 
a versaries and 
she ll have 9 table 
service to be proud of 
forever! 

AT BETTER JEWELLERS 

EVERYWHERE 
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S Ss Gad Box Circle 
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SWADIAW ee Old Canadian 


Cheddar. Tangy, 
naturally-aged, 


vintage cheese 


ERRY HILL SOLVES 





R GIFT PROBLEMS 





There's one perfect solution to every gift 
problem—naturally-aged Cherry Hill Cheese 

Everyone appreciates its authentic flavour—a 
rare treat these days—and they'll appreciate 
your good taste in sending this traditionally 
Canadian festive gift. Put Cherry Hill Cheese at 
the top of your gift list—business as well as 
personal. Choose from many different types and 
dozens of gift packages described in our free 

full-colcur catalogue and price list. Cherry Hill 
Gold Boxes are available at many food stores 


87 
-—— MAIL COUPON TODAY ——- 


Old Cherry Hill Cheese House, Dept. Al, | 
Brantford, Ontario, Canada 


Please send me your FREE gift catalogue 
and price list. 


Name eee eee eee eesecesesssesee ° 
Address. .ccccccccccesecesesesessces ee 
Cily. ccccoccocecosecces OV evccce 
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‘“‘A man could not survive long leading a housewife’s life — 16 hours a day” 


What about women? continued from page 15 





1 
proving their lot. “Women don’t seem to 
enjoy themselves in politics said Dr 
Marion Hilliard It's almost impossible 
to get them interested 
Montagu was 
the most 


optimistic of the panclists 


women will freedom and 
rebuild Western civil 


Automation will usher in the 


win more 


1] 
i 
th 


eventula wy 
iZation 
four-hour day and four-day week that 
will give new freedom to women because 
their husbands will have time to help 
around the house. At the opposite pole 
Dr. Hilliard felt that if the present eco- 
nomic prosperity continued, women might 
become increasingly complacent and self 
atisfied and settle down to a snug do- 
mestic life I may have a low opinion 
said Dr. Hilliard, “but 


I believe that nobody wants to work 


of human nature 


They,only work because they have to 
Here is an edited account of the dis 
cussion between the Maclean’s editors 


and the eight panel members 


Are women happier today 
than they were a generation ago? 


Dr. Montagu: | would say they're a 


great deal happier than they've ever been 


before. They're raising many question 
and they havent yet resolved a large 
number of problems—but that doesn’t 


mean they're not happy. Women are in 


a state of turmoil but they are very hap 


py to be so. Until recently they weren't 
even permitted to be in a state of tur 
moil 

Mrs. Vautelet: | don't completely agree 
with Dr. Montagu 


happier nowaday those with a natural, 


Some women are 


built-in drive for personal freedom. They 
can reach out and get what they want 
ind need more easily than the woman 
of thirty or forty years ago 

But the average woman Is not yet com 
pletely at peace with herself. She’s in 
conflict. On the one hand she has in 
stincts, hundreds of years old, which tell 
her to conform, to take a subservient 
place in society as a woman. In the 
old days woman's path was destined 
from the cradle to the grave. This lack 
of choice bred an inevitable resignation 
a semi-contentment. Freedom has one 
great disadvantage when you are begin 
ning to enter into it You have to 
choose foday women are caught be- 
tween the past and the present and this 
doesn't represent the happiness Dr. Mon 
tagu talks about. Most women are not 
adventurous 

Miss Loosley: | think my position is 
halfway between Dr. Montagu and Mrs 
Vautelet. Today we're living in a more 
complex society where both men and 
women are having a _ bigger problem 
knowing what their role in society 1s 
They're confused 

Dr. Gerstein: The contest to be happy 
always worries me. I don’t quite know 
what that is supposed to be. I'd rather dis- 
cuss it on other terms. I think women 


have more opportunities in education. 


They are far more vocal. They have been 
taught to be far more introspective which 
may only mean they have learned to put 
into words things that were always there 

Miss Loosley: I myself feel that we 
have gone back from the position we 
held between the two world war A 


tr t 


sociologist I know who has treatec 


question carefully thinks that women are 


in retreat. Between the wars the middle 
class North American young woman was 
insistent on being included in shaping the 
paths of civilization There’s quite a 
movement now for women to abandon 
this position 

Dr. Gerstein: | don’t think women 
have withdrawn or gone back. Twenty- 
five years ago women did not have the 
same domestic aids and had less oppor- 
tunity to work in the community I 
think a woman today is much more 
aware of all the things she might be do 
ing and cant get around to. This may 
be disturbing 

Mrs. Baldwin: | think one of the prob 
lems that may contribute to women’s 
unhappiness is that they have more edu 


cation and have existed in this world in 


their own right before marriage After 
marriage they move into small, p 
sonal world that may seem a little un 


comfortable because they've been condi 


tioned to think objectively, impersonally 


and about a great many things. I think 
this causes a good deal of friction 
Mr. Allen: Miss Hamilton, you help 


thousands of young women find jobs 


On the whole, is their happiness increas 
ing or not?’ 
Miss Hamilton: | do not think that 


women are in retreat. I don't think that 





they are unhappier They f € 
a place in the community; that they’re 
making an ictive contribution Of 
course it’s also true that some working 
women are in a state of turmoil because 
they re ambitious and are impatient be- 
cause they want to forge ahead 

Mr. Allen: Of the thousands of wom 
en you find jobs for, how many are going 


to be career girls and how many are 


marking time until they're married? 

Miss Hamilton: | don't think a job is 
so much a case of marking time any 
longer 4 large proportion of women 
get married with the thought that they'll 
always be working They believe they 
have a career ahead of them married or 
single 

Mrs. Vautelet: 
worked for a while have acquired differ- 
ent tools for happiness 

Dr. Montagu: I'd like to say again 
that I think there can be no doubt that 
happier Until re- 
cently, there were millions of women 


Women who have 


women today are 


in the lower and middle classes who had 
no future whatsoever All they had to 
look forward to was a life of slavery as 
domestic servants. If they lost their jobs 
as domestic servants they were out on 
the streets 

Mr. Steinberg: | agree w holeheartedi? 
with Dr. Montagu. Happiness or un- 
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happiness is hard to pinpoint but perhap 
there are a few concrete indications that 
women are happier. For example, i 
1955 our young couples produced the 
largest baby crop in the history of Can 
ada If freedom and convenience 


home life is a measure of happiness, tl 


I say women today are perfectly happy 
They've got vacuum cleaners, automatic 
refrigerators, ready-mixed foods and on 
stop shopping at the big new centres 
[hese centres are open at night and yo 
see people going shopping as a family 
If everything is centred about the family 
you know people are happy; if not, they 


are running away from their families 
Do women work harder than men? 


Dr. Montagu: They do. Men are 
ways «saying how hard they work 


Nat 
the stresses and storms and pressures in 
their daily work shorten their lives and 
no woman could stand up to this work 
Yet it is well Known that a man could 
not survive for long leading the houss 
wife’s life—on duty sixteen hours a da 

seven days a week for many years 


Mr. Allen: But on an 


male lives about six years longer th 


average 
the male 
Dr. Montagu: That’s true of all species 
of animal life. If the average male were 
put into housewifely duties his life span 
would be even less 
Mr. Allen: What do you think abc 
this. Mrs. Baldwin 
keep house and live 
Mrs. Baldwin: I don’t think he'd be 
terribly 


Could your hus 


content to live that way I 
don't think he’s in any condition to live 
that way 

Dr. Gerstein: There is one point | 
want to clear up It is one thing to 
longer, but another point is what kind 
of life? | come in contact with many 
young mothers and my impression is 
that they're exhausted. I think we ov 
estimate how much physical strength they 
have I think they are overworked I 
think that they really do get very, very 
tired. We expect them to carry far more 
than they should, particularly when the 
children are very young 

Dr. Hilliard: | would say that as 
rule every woman who has preschoo 
When th 


are young and tied in the home by the! 


children is tired all the time 


smali children they don't get the props 
it isn't admiration—but they don't get 
the proper value for what they're doin 
and they're being pounded at all the time 
to be beautiful and gracious and all those 
other things And during that period 
they're not getting the right kind of help 
and they often become discontented and 
don’t go on having more children. But 
when they get into their fifties or sixties 
they often have a tremendous volume of 
energy 
type of thing, I believe, that they survive 
longer because although they have these 
types of fatigue as a housewife they don't 
have the same kind of pressures that lead 


Women’s life is such a cyclic 
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degenerative diseases men experience 
Mrs. Vautelet: There’s an enormous 
ain put on women and not only in 
eir roles as housewives. | worry about 
More and more social responsibility 
being put into women’s hands. They're 
led on to work on charity drives. cul 
ral activities, adult education and so 
I suspect that this arises from the 
eory that women can get into trouble 
they haven't enough work to do around 
home. During the last war. society 
ve women every burden that our men 
id to drop when they went overseas. At 
end of the war I saw all kinds of 
iluable women leadership material 
rned up for good. Society suffered 
yecause it demanded of women’s physical 
pacity more than women could give 
Mr. Katz: What kind of help do over 
vorked women need? 
Dr. Gerstein: They should be given 
me off from the home. One free day 
week will help the average housewife 
el that she’s not locked up in jail 
Some mothers (and mothers-in-law) are 
ow saying to their daughters, “I'll take 
harge of things every Thursday Take 
he day off There are other techniques 
hat work. A family can “adopt” 
randmother for one day a week. In 
ome city blocks or apartment houses 
ives work co-operatively to give each 
ther a day or an afternoon off 
Mrs. Baldwin: At the YWCA we have 
Mothers’ Day Out” project where 
nothers obtain recreation and skills and 
he children are cared for 
Mr. Katz: But haven't electrical appli- 
inces made the modern housewife’s task 
easier? 
Dr. Gerstein: For the vast majority 
the labor-saving devices have been an 


isset. They've made it possible for wom 


en to take their children outdoors for a 
walk and not be tied to the home 1] 
lay 

Mrs. Vautelet: That applies to one 
aste the caste that used to do the 
washing by hand. The caste that used to 


lave two or three maids is now working 


ir harder despite all these mechanical 
as 

Dr. Montagu: There's one important 
factor that’s been overlookec In Eng 


ind recently women were asked, “What's 
he most useful domestic gadget around 
the house? The reply was \ hus- 


ind 
Is discrimination against women in 
business and the professions 


increasing or decreasing? 


Miss Hamilton: | think that male em 


loyers are learning to be more toleran 
But thére’s still a lot of room for im 
rovement I stil t the feelin th 
Many men are a little afraid of women 
They don't want to g wom if 
ind hrough fear that they repiac 
hem in many positions. It would be 
vuch healthier if men realized that won 
could be i great assel to » and 
ncouraged them rather than held them 
yack. I find this negative attitude on th 
art of many businessmen a cause Of 
at unhappiness among women—espec 
illy if they're ambitious 
Dr. Montagu: Some men are more 
than fair I've actually been consulted 
a business tycoon in Chicago who 
vants to employ virtually an all-female 
staff He believes that they can succeed 
1 ops that are normally reserved for 
nen He’s convinced that women are 


superior to men. But discrimination doc 
exist in many places. Medical schools 
for instance, will only accept a cer 


1umber of women each year 


Miss Hamilton: The argument oflter 


ised to keep women out of respon € 
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is that they're going to get married portant positio business—il on. J 
guilt working It’s not true today tial that these ¢ Ss Nave a sense of ce no Ic} 
Dr. Hilliard: No, but you can’t over mitment to their jobs They promise elp out with f 1 ott xld jo 
the fact that marriage and babies We won't get married or have childre Then the w i 
interrupt careers in many cases. In before we complete our t ’ B < o 
medicine, we have many girls taking of the t six seniors I's i c 1h 
degrees and going into general prac obstetric four hav ot ) po ‘ ‘ 
But there’s real difficulty getting give pt obstetric oO lvert ! 
women to go into specialized fields that Mr. Steinberg: | 
require three or four years of postgradu Ss not as seXx-conscio i “ 
training. This even applies to the field twenty-five yea o. In our ow Are women held back simply because 
obstetrics which is a natura! one for ization, we have women count I they're not as good as men? 
women. For these specialized medical signers and location engineers. W 
and the same would apply to im reat faith in our woiaen and w Om Mrs. Vautelet: ( wot Yi 
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CANADIAN WHIS ‘ 
e os : © A SUPERS. FULLY A6G0 Wrisny 
Di Gaiitss $ FEDIGREED GOODNESS REPRESENTS Tot 
NGUISHEO MASTER DISTILLER’ 
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VALAEYPIELO PO CANADA 
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ded 


RESERVE 


tells you 
how long each of its 
whiskies has 
been aged in wood 
certifies this true age right on the bottle! 
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Now for the first time, the Canadian whisky buyer can know 
with certainty the true age of the whisky he buys. With an Age 
Declaration on every bottle of each Canadian Schenley whisky, 
you will be sure of its true age—and therefore of its true quality. 


Serve certified-age whiskies —serve Canadian Schenley! 
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‘ 1S THE GREATEST SINGLE FACTOR IN DETERMINING THE QUALITY 
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PRESENTING THE NEW SYMBOL 
OF BREWING ACHIEVEMENT 
FOR THE MODERN TASTE 


RAWSON D LOEW WY ASS OCETATES, ENC. 
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A greal achievement in modern taste 


Modern refreshment that’s old in brewing tradition vet up-to-date 
in taste. that is the rewarding result achieved by O'Keefe brew- 
masters. We take pleasure in the fact that new O Keefe labels print d 
by us will help herald this creat brewing achievement 
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The gift you mailed with an 
illegible address, the parcel 
tied weak string, 
the package on which you 


you with 
didn’t put the return address 

it’s items like these that 
end up in the annual Post 
Office sale of undeliverable 


maul, 


You can help make sure your 

/ : 
parcel mail reaches its desti- 
nation if you will..,. 


Always use corrugated cardboard car- 
tons, strong wrapping paper and strong 
cord 


Print name and address cleariy, com- 
pletely and correctly IN INK. 


Put your own name and address on front 
upper left corner, and inside parcel too. 


Have your Post Office weigh parcels to 
ensure correct postage. 


LETTERS: 






Write the address CLEARLY, 
CORRECTLY, COMPLETE- 
LY — put return address on 
upper left corner of envelope 
— affix correct postage. 


LPEED YOUR MAIL - 


write it right! 
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j ) } yt nave Cross- 
j t ce Ada j 
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yf ] c crossing f i- 


Dr. Montagu: But you don't have the 


ime cro ng of the same traits 
Mrs. Vautelet: Well, I take af y 
father d my brother takes after my 
ot Tt r t =< i goin yn r =< 
Adam and f Oo or ex t po 


nave a a Same 


Dr. Montagu: You remind me of the 








man who 11d My mother and father 
We co that is why I look so 1 cn 
Li IK¢é Gen C me and women are 

I lifferent! tructured despite the 
fact they have common heritages. Wom- 
en are endowed with two X chromosom 
ind men are endowed with only one 
and thereby hangs the tale 


Miss Hamilton: But getting back to 
uti I 


xecutive position do think that 
in past years we have had women in big 
jot who have becom tyrants In man 
i it was because they were unaccus 


tomed to power and they were on the 


defensive. That's changing. I know of one 


large company in Ontario that’s headed 


by a woman. Both her general manager 


and field manager have said that working 
for her was the happiest work experien 
Mind you 
ing that sometimes women executives do 


involved in 





they've ever had I'm not deny 


ret too much emotionally 


their jobs 
Dr. Montagu: This has nothing to do 
with sex 

Miss Loosley: Regarding executive po 
sitions, | don’t think that there’s as much 
men and 


nflict bet women as we 


ween 

Women often don't go out after 
jobs because they don’t appeal to 
them. In executive jobs you have to ma 
| 


nipulate people and material as a means 


‘ 


of getting something done. Women prefer 


doing something direct and concrete and 
to deal with an individual as an indivi 
lual 


Mr. Allen: For example? 
Miss Loosley: Well 


of adult education. In our 


| work in the field 
office, the 


women do the jobs that are more con- 


rete, quieter and out of the public eve 


organization s 
work. Id far 


working on my 


maga- 


I myself edit our 


zine. | prefer that kind of 


rather be quietly 


zine right now than taking part in this 


panel discussion, for example. I can aiso 


tell you about a girl friend of mine who 

had a chance of getting an executive job 

She said she didn’t want it. It was a tough 

job tl cluded fund raising. She was 

quite happy to let a man have the on 

ilong with the pressures and responsibil: 
that went with it 


Do women help—or hinder—women 
in their struggle for freedom? 


Miss Hamilton: In business, | think 


that women often hold back women. | 
have had many girls turn down nice posi 
tions because i would have meant work 
ing for a woman boss. That doesn't en 
hance womens status in industry 

Mrs. Vautelet: | think that's carry 
over of the harem mentality For vea 
our security depended on winning the 
favor of the ord ind master of the 


harem. Women competed for this favor 


This bred antagonism mong then 
When I first started helping my mothe 
serve tea to her friends, her generation 


tearing the other 
Now that w 


freedom this 


women spent their time 
women they knew to shreds 
are gaming ot antagonism 


among women is dying out. I think that 


Mr. Allen: How about in politic 
Mrs. Vautelet: Almost every effort of 


at 


; 


t of tk lv hond- 








women [to adv ce out o IS SIIIV O« Gg 
“tv Nas in posed on them nh en 

nore by women than by 

any vears of suffrage work I 

ive fo t men will put up an initial 
fight against women moving in on what 
they think is their domain but they will 





more graciously and rapidly 


than tt whose social 


han wi ie older women 


ideas have forever jelled. Man is a peace 
il. He has been tamed by his 


mother. He knows that in the long run it’s 
safer and wiser to give in and make peace 
wom- 


with women. But it’s hard to besti 


en who have been given the idea by so 
‘ty that they must be in bondage. I feel 
jubious of the better understanding that 
depends almost exclusively on women 
Dr. Montagu: | can only partially agree 
with that have often 


fought rights and 


because women 
vigorously 


achieved their objectives. I'm thinking of 


the struggle women had in England to 
enter the medical profession. They gained 
medical schools and 


When they presented 


admission to the 


took their training 


themselves for the final qualifying exam- 


nation entire medical examining 


Art galiery tour 


But, darling, we've done this room before 
+} 


I remember the matting on the floor 
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board, which was all male, resigned in 
order to block them. But the women per- 
sisted 


tions 


until they were granted examuina- 


After that, men 
women who chose a medical career 
Mr. Allen: Do 


askance at other 


began supporting 


look 


who choose to 


some women 
women 
exercise a newly won right? 
Dr. Montagu: 


who are in the opposition 


There are always some 


women camp 


in order to protect themselve 


Why don’t women go into politics? 


Dr. Hilliard: | think 
whole just don't like politics 


the fields in which they don't seem to en- 


that woven as a 


It's one of 


joy themselves 

Mr. Katz: Are they apt to enjoy it any 
more in the future 

Dr. Hilliard: | Women 


don't seem to be able to take a long 


dont know 


range 
* th fort r 


view of e future. They are not inclined 


m groundwork that po 


Also, they 


to do the long 





tics requires don't like the 


rough and tumble of electioneering and 
political life 

Mrs. Vautelet: Politics brings out the 
worst in both men and women. Some 
women ive entered political life but 


int apply it isnt always the Dest element 


that goes into it. | served my 


ipprentice 


ike turning 





ship in politics Elections are 





over stone and seeing strange things 
crawling o from under. You have to 
learn to handle these things, along with 
tl ood nents. That's a lot to ask of 
women who, fort ears ago, didn't even 
have a vote. B onc i wo n does 
into Pp DI v oft 4 and t OWS tr 

AnNOoWwS wf she's talking OUT She ceases 
havin trouble wit € Her chief 
difficulty is that me 4 in on he 1 
ask her to do too much 

Mr. Allen: Is it true t women wo 


support a woman candidate 
Mrs. Vautelet: | haven't found it so 
particularly in the wes 


worked very hard 


M 





It’s the men who have a prejudice 
woman in an 





working for a election 
campaign 
Dr. Gerstein: I was thinking that while 
women in Canada don’t wield influence 
through holding office they do have influ 
ence through their organizations 
Dr. Hilliard: Such as the 


They've got 


women 


institutes branches all over 
Canada and 


raising the 


done a magnificent 


standard of 


they've 
job of living 
the home, particularly in the west 

Dr. Montagu: May I tell you of n 
experience traveling around the 
and breadth of the United States 
the smallest nooks and crannies, towns 
’ The greatest power for good 
in the whole world is the women of the 
United States. They're a bright 


a world of darkness 


and hamlets 


candle u 


Do the sexes get along better 
than they used to? 


Mrs. Baldwin: | think men and wome 
comfortable with eac 


before. I think that’s be 


are much more 
other than ever 
cause women get around more today and 


and objective 


can talk more interestingly 
ly with mer 
Mrs. Vautelet: But to get 


men you have to handle them 


along w 
You have 
to appeal to them through their emotions 
rather than thei You have 
to use charm and tact times I've 


intelligence 
Many 

been on the board of a charitable organ 

zation where there are One or two womer 

and a dozen men. A woman will make 


suggestion but it’s brushed aside. Late 
some man will pick up her idea and p 
it forward to the group. The chairman 
likes it. And the 
thusiasm. “Oh, Mr 
“What a wonderful idea you've had! 
Dr. Hilliard: Not long ago I was worh 
ing with a group of men doctors on some 
Shall I act as 


woman or as a doctor?” I was 


woman too shows en 


Brown! she'll say 


job and I said to them, 
asaing 

civil question and I wanted to know. They 
both?” I told 
that this was difficult and that sometimes 
other. I 


said, “Can't you be them 


| am one and sometimes the 


found out early in my career that you get 
much farther by deliberately using charm 
But sometimes you exactl 


don’t know 


how to act—like when you're giving 


scientific paper to a so-called scientif 
oup. In the past ten years I have fot 
that you do very much better jyst bein 
yourself a 
Dr. Montagu: Women are more comp 
tent today in A typica 


at the breah 


woman e 


handling men 
Situation is George seated 
fast table glancing at the paper. He tells 
his wife that he has an important board 
meeting that morning and that he’s going 
o be called on to make some remark 


Where 


with my 


about the important new project 


upon his wife says, “George, | 


pei know nothing about th 





kind of thing and then proceeds to 
excellent sugg 


that 


feed him dozen estions 


He comes home night and tells h 
wife (quite innocentiy) about all the 
derful original ideas he presented at 

board meeting and how it looks as if he 


Slated for another promotion. A wife wit 


this kind of “peanut brain” and tact wv 
10 Tar 

Mr. Steinberg: Here's 4 peculiarity 
noticed about women in ther itio 
with men. Put them on an all-fema 
committee and you cant stop them talk 


ing; they talk all the time. But on a con 


mittee where the majority are men they 
st sit there listening. With men they 
clam up Yet they're as ¢ ipable is U 


m 
n 


ale membDers of! 





committee. Fo 


tunately, they become a little more voc 


after the fourt fifth meeting 
Mr. Allen: Is this because 


inferior to men 


women 
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Montagu: | 


} 


en 


Dr. think it’s ist 


m too ictful to say wh 
thinking 
think it s fear 


nore prestige and 





rea | 
Miss Hamilton: | 
deserve 


ousewitle 


She get it? 


Mothers are the maker 
old Hebrew say 


why daoesnt 


Dr. Montagu: 


nanity. There's an 


that ince God couldn't ever 
he made mothers. Yet socie 
the terrible mistake of giving the 
ognition to the most important 
motherhood 
Mirs. Vautelet: Look at the man who 
s tickets at a movie for eight hours a 


He's respected as a wage earner an 


useful job. Yet 
i day 


se he’s doing a 


who works sixteen hours 


h more difficult job, goes unreco 
d Today i woman’s status m 
ore dependent on how much mo 
vas and how much freedo he h 
pend it as she likes 
D n the war I sat o no 
sory board in the province of Qu 
We found that most wo who 
ul Oo ork 1 fa ) oO 
were planning no ( 
} V i WI ) ri ( 
lependent on Ol 1 1¢ 
1 H oO pay 
lay 1d i reg ) SO 
\ wome oO oO An 
V ont oO I 
has t workin yraclitic 
‘e) prestige 
Dr. Gerstein: We've tar hed th ‘ 
pt of motnerl hood id bring! p 
en. All our emphas las b 1 oO 
onomic factor. W e many uniy 
trained omen ra i fam 1 
orking in their comm Th 
iking a tremendous contribution. B 
OV ago Vy re iT | ) We | A h 
le that ce shes ne yrk 
} ec oO ) ) 
Dr. Hil liard: Women 
ted by too much p um 
everyone 1s hamn 
1 l ble X OD] | 4 
oO oO tnat oO C 
) oO a f h ) 
oO oO old oOo oO 
1) ot 
Virs. Vautelet: | ( i Asso 
yf Co , pro { 
x when we p d ) 
Ro Commi on < Bro 
\ d lio and t on 
1 of sixte O SIX lo 
dm pend 
he kind of f 
Mr. Steinberg: | think some: ) 
4 beg sil 
er the hi nd yo 
Mrs. Vautelet: And 
lispo tion I 
deodc ? vd 
id o 
nd ) 


Do men give women their fair share 
of money? 
Virs. 


loo ott 


V autelet: 








Id Dack money fro I A 
oman has mo tt I 
f ev sao her ma = 7 
ogical. When lin prop< oO oO 
i ig in Tec Dx rh 
ere else; work fo I 
) oth of 1 I ) 


1! what he makes 

Mrs. Baldwin: | don't think 
nes. Women recel!y cw d 
ther than money 
re joys and feelin 


ringi amily. Ir 


ng up a 
more 
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dr. Hilliard: | X10 { ¢ of t x W 


Mr. 


Mrs. 


vom 


Allen: 


Vautelet: No, it would 


Should there be a legal Bill of Rights 
for Women? 


Dr. Gerstein: | 


e. While I'm talking, Ud na ) 10 
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eres p rar en 








etna tn eI tape tiameetine 





poeta bs age qynen 
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‘I make sure I'll be 

satisfied—I always buy 

a BRAND that’s made 
a NAME for itself!” 


FOUR WAYS BRAND NAMES 
SATISFY YOU MOST 


BUY WITH TRUST! Spend confidently on 
known quality, Brand Names wear best, 


work best, taste best, are best 


2. 


SHOP WITH EASE! Spend effiicientiy on 
proved value. Brand Names save time 


puzzling” overlabels, models, prices, etc, 


I 
3. 
ENJOY MORE CHOICE! Spend shrewdly 


among widest selections. Brand Names 
otfer the most in sizes, tvpes, colors, 
flavors, etc 


4. 


GET THE "LATEST"! Spend smari/y on up- 
to-date products Brand Names keep im- 


proving, modernizing introducing new 


things 
{ddvertisers in this magaze r 
good names to know. They're proud 


of their brands ‘cause 


Published in the interest of Consumer Protection 
by MACLEAN’S MAGAZINE in Cooperation with 
BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION Incorporated 
A non-profit educationa! foundation 
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} ae It ft 
to do work toward na©& ng tf 
j nen toward won 
Mr. Allen: But isn’t it a fact tl 
‘ ; setecedl 
‘ . Tak +} Oo 
} iid oO ind e 
| yf noo 
{ >) I v I 
] i 
r { 
Dr. Gerstein: | 
Y ) ‘ 
I B of Ri 
W 
Miss Loosley: | ih t no 
I pproacn 1 tnrougt tucation 
) ¢ oO A tremendot noun 
[ to how what th oung 
other p against and it’s already ha 
n influence. Public opinion will forc 
i char n attitudes. Already a great deal 
bei lone on a voluntary basis 
Virs. Baldwin: | ag: You can't legis 
te value M ommunication is much 
oO! fective 
Mirs. Vautelet: I'm against a B of 
Rights for Women because the very tile 
offensiv It gives the impression that 


women are not part of the human rac 
I think women should keep working on 
many fronts, attacking inequalities. Onc 
omen have achieved equality everybody 
including men—will be happier 

Miss Hamilton: I'm against a formal 
Bill of Rights for Women. I think women 
should improve themselves and train 
themselves so that they can meet men on 
qual ground. Then they can educate 
them to the fact that women have a place 
in the world on an equal footing with 
nen 

Dr. Montagu: | think history testifies 
to the fact that you can legislate certain 
human attitudes into existence as well as 
legislate them out of existence. But there 
are limits. The prohibition laws in 
United States failed, for ex imple because 
the people didn't favor them, no matter 
how many laws were passed. Now as fat 
as legislating laws for women ts con- 
cerned the countries of the Western world 
have already one a long way in that 
direction 

Dr. Hilliard: I'd agree with that and 
I'd like to give a few examples of how 


they apply in Canada. We have laws that 


require employers to give equal pay fo 
equal work. One of the reasons that 
women have done so well in the medic 

profession is that the fee scale ts laid 
down and applies to all doctors, men and 


women. | remember that when I first 
started my private practice one of th 
senior obstetricians said to me Make 


sure that your fees are the same as yo 
competition. That's the way you'll estab 
lish your practice and your ability 


Another step is the establishment of 


the women’s bureau in the Department ol 


Labor in Ottawa. They've already finished 
a study of working women in Canada 
This body is going to be in an excellent 
position to suggest ways and means 0 
improving womens position 

The third thing I want to mention ts 
the social-security measures such as old 
age pensions, baby bonuses and mothers 
allowances. These bring money into the 
home and mean a lot to women. I think 
that women should work through then 
organizations and through the women in 
parliament to get more action along these 
ines 

Mr. Steinberg: I'm not enthusiastic 
about a Bill of Rights for Women be- 
cause [I don’t think you can write down 
in concrete fashion the so-called rights a 
woman should have. A lot of them are 


What lies ahead for women? How 
will their status change? 





Dr. Montagu: | prese t | 
C t r wo t 
i mestse 
i) ts) pO i On | 4 
om vr nd e ( 
nan ¢ nav 1 in } 
i W i oO s lib 
‘ Y j ) } mn 
7 | ipp of 
+} = 
r } ipy 
4 T I Ww or 
10 1 t ot we ! 1 
tk proc of re-educatin men. Of 
course, until this last thing happens, tl 
u the men are trained, this 
ful state of society that I envisage 
not come about. It is m who hav 
change as well as women 
Miss Loosley: | agree with Dr. Mo 
tagu, although I don't think that the 
Will ver be a State Of Nappy perfectio 
It is a bit too much to ask of humar 
beings. whet! the e en or w ren 
>* 
, 
4 
: 4 ' a, 
/ 
Fr e 
a ° 
»™= nad < - —— 
> . — 
MA 


to be at exactly the same state of matur 
ity at the same time. | think there has to 
be a great deal more tolerance and unde 
standing on both sides and my own feel 
ing is that women will have to work hard 
it it and men will have to work a bit 
harder because this ts not normally le 
direction in which they want to think or 


are comfortable in thinking 


Dr. Gerstein: Women are going to hav 
i lot of growing pains an so are the 
men. AS women assume more respons! 
bility they start to mimic men, and this 
raises all kinds of problems because as 
women become men it becomes more 
complicated for men te be men. Over 
period of years, I think women will stop 
the mimicry and go back to their role as 
women 

There are other problems. Sometimes 
women grow more quickly than men. Ir 
a society where it’s the man who grows 
more quickly, it’s easy to respect the man 
the man to drag along 


who isn't so secialized, civilized 


and it's easy for 
nis wite 
or emotionally mature. But when it’s the 


women who are more matt re, if Decomes 


wore difficult, particularly because we've 


assumed that everyone, like water. should 
seek his or her own level. If a woman 
hasnt a man who ts on the same level 


that she thinks she’s on, a feeling grows 
that the marriage has to be unsuccessful 

But on the whole | think we are get 
ting more insight here is much more 
looking into ourselves. Our diagnosis is 
just a little better. I can’t tell you whether 
in ten or twenty-five years from now we 
will be mature or have learned to live 
better together but I think we'll be trying 
harder. 


MACLEAN’S 


Dr. Hilliard: | don't believe that 
Western world women are going to seek 
new values or be more par 
ing of the world. What happens to wo 


n depends on what happens to the worl 





If w go on in a very DOOmMINZ econon 
In ifraid women are going to take 
part. Given economic security and ple 
{1 no demands, women, like all h 
ings, settle down. I don't think 
ody 2) WOT R 
Anot r point I think ol dep 
on t women of the f In m ho 
] 1 DE t vome l y seel iT¢ 
lian docto from Mad s 1d Bo 
i They are married and with child 
et they seem to De workil out 
lestiny frightfully fas 


Mrs. Vautelet: If we don't blow o 


elves up with A-bombs, I think v 
nove rapidly toward a far saner re tio 
hip between the sexes than we ever d 


n an equal time in the past. Young 





nd women today seem more willin 

partners on more reasonable te 
Ihe young men of today are a far 
from the male of fifty ears ago I 
Autocrat of Breakfas Table o t 
Life with Father type of men who we 
accepted as being almost norm sev 
yeal azo 

Mrs. Baldwin: | can't foresee the wo 
of the future other than that we 
automation and with it more leisure tin 


I hope that the present trend where mot! 
ers with small children leave their hom« 
o work will not continue. It’s true tha 
staying at home with young children ha 


its frustrations and loneliness but | 


also the most creative job you can worth 
at. You have the feeling that you are ful 
filling your purpose as a woman. | hope 
that I won't be of a bygone age 
twenty vears 

Mr. Steinberg: | don't think wom 
will desert their homes on a wholesal 
basis. For those who seek it, there wi 
be greater opportunities in both business 
and community affairs. In the past five 
and ten years. I’ve noticed women filling 
increasingly important positions in char 
table and civic organizations. In some 
ways, I think we're going just a little too 
far too fast, but the future is bright 

Miss Hamilton: I'm optimistic about 
the future. By using their natural gr: 





and charm I think women are going to 
educate men as to their rightful place 
the world. I'm old-fashioned enovgh to 
hope that women will never replace mer 
ind that they will never become superio 
to men 

Mr. Allen: Will we ever have a woma 
prime minister or a woman head of 


) 





Steinberg’s 

Miss Hamilton: | think a woman couk 
be the head of Steinberg’s. There ar 
hy 


several women today presiding 


ovel 





businesses. As for a woman being prink 
minister or president I'm not st 
whether or not that would be good for 
country 

Mr. Steinberg: I'd like to inject 
here that my mother, of blessed memor 
was the founder of our company and he 
policies and philosophy still guide ou 
business. She always felt strongly that 
woman should take her place beside he 
man and she did so in her own lifetime 

Dr. Montagu: And if a woman has the 
qualities that would make her a vou 
prime minister then | 
minister, by all means 

May I insert another word. When Mrs 
Emmeline Pankhurst dropped into the 


et her be prim 


London office of the women’s movement 
she came upon a young woman suftra 
gette leader in desperate despair of the 
future of the movement. She placed her 
hand on the young woman’s shoulder and 
said: “Pray to God, my dear. She will 


help you.” 
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iow serious is the threat 


of radiation? 


Continued from page 19 


men of a pregnant woman, tl 
machine might have a strength of 
roentgens of which a hazardous | 
t reach the reproductive land 
How much radiation has the 
on of thirty accumulated 
ws, but the [ S. Nationa Academ 
Sciences estimates that the followin 


ber of roentgens has been received 
n the following sources 


Natural background radiation: Ev« 


2 ie. .ae 


is constantly absorbing background 
1ation. Some comes from out spa 

from rocks and soils that contain 
im. The dose from this source 
nated at 4.3 roentgens: in high 


les, it may reach 5.5 roentgens 


X rays: Medical and dental X ra ind 
roscopes are believed to account fo 
roentgen 4 man who has an X 
examination of the hip and femt 

example, receives .7 roentget tl 


productive glands. Some people 
in three, others a lot more 
Fall-out from testing atomic weapons: 


yt 


Measuring radiation from atomic f: 
complicated. However. many scient 


e that so far we've received from (2 


o .5 roentgens from this source, and 
kely to increase 
Atomic-power plants: The fumes an 
ste products of nuclear-power plan 
lo not yet constitute a real danger. but 
thin fifty years this continent may be 
jotted with atomic-energy plants 
Radioactive isotopes: Radioactive iron 
line, cobalt, gold, phosphorus and 
ny other substances are used in indus 
medicine -and_ scientific research 
dioisotopes are now used in more than 
hospit il 


hundred Canadian 


h centres and industries. As their us¢ 


eads—as it undoubtedly will—it will 

id to the hazard 

Miscellaneous sources: Shoe-fitting flu 

scopes, X-ray machines for hair rf 
il. luminous watches, clocks and ca 


and TV picture tubes—all these 
oduce radioactive rays. How many ro 


re received from these sou 


ns ¢ 


Known 
The growing number of 


rces has recently led to many warn 


es. Paul Martin, the federal muniste 
health. has described the situation as 
magnificent and terrible challeng 


Martin has established a federal watc 
log group known as Radiation Services 
aded by Dr I D. Sowb ¢ 
National Academy of Sciences has de 
inded that medical authorities reduce 
xposure to X rays “to the lowest limit 
consistent with medical necessity.” The 
British Medical Research Council says 
that “the practice in diagnostic radiology 
should be reviewed; the use of radiology 
therapy in anything except cancer should 
be critically examined.” Dr. Edwin Craw- 
é ford, chairman of the standards, units and 
protection committee of the Canadian As- 
sociation of Radiologists, says, “There's a 


tendency to use more and more X rays 
We often have to say to doctors, “Stop! 
Your patients have had enough.’ 

The first large-scale warning that radia- 
tion menaces health came early in this 
century from the careless use of radium 
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In the dark hours, 

the miles streak by 
unheeded as sleep rolls 
through the train 

to the soothing hum 

of steel on steel, 

faintly heard. 
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A PURR-FECT NIGHT'S SLEEP In a CNR I 
you sleep in a bed that dares you to sta) 
You relax between soft white sheet the t 
your best leeping temperaturs \\ lone 
ure vou sleep soundh hast of } t] 


SNEAK A SNOOZE OR A SNACK see | 
be on ( NR! Sleepy mn the ittern ni at 


nd befor 


READY TO GO, RARIN’ TO START \) 
trip become i ple isure trip. And 


centre of the city. You re refreshed, re 


to start the d with a rented car 


Majo! points 


Next time you travel, go by train. More and more 


Canadians who are going places, go CNR on such famous 


“name” trains as the Super Continental, the 


Continental, the Ocean Limited. 


Contact your Canadian National representative 
for information and reservations 
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f oO ks in oil pipe 
ler sit ind t 
proj i of inythin from 
nt oO a 
‘ : heoins Atom 
; Cald . 
I ild 
ted o r Oo th 
} t of Er | 1 time 
f a t of ti worid 
) Alo po ! if plane ind 
ommonpla Irradia 
ie: | h if po nD] to tore meat, 
) | ls for indefinite period 
1) : p toying with the idea 
die ag teri } rything from bandage to 
I f i oft the atom. Atomic 
pro to vi facturer 
! t I t I rad ot 
! stickier adhesive tape The 
/ too inn to show an in 
idioisotope to track down 
. 
A In on American city coins and 
t ish box were painted with a 
ynitaimmit radioacti isotope ol 
I n, th ould be traced with 
dy; ) 
fed th ISk ot ontamina 
1 on. That is why Radiation 
roup of filteen ientist 
if ? 1 clerk headed Dr 
y et up in 1YS0O part of 
4 onal Health Division of the 
( | Dey it of National Health 
Welfa Radiation Service idvi 
\to Ener 7? Canada i to ho 
: wuld 1 e radioisotor then it l 
i t I Ar pplicant for radio 
Olof i d: what do he want tl 
ial | | Dor he ha id quat tor 
t litics? Is he prepared to move or 
guire the nec iry qualifications? The 
Ottawa Civic Hospital, for example. had 
to ibmit plans to show that the room 
t to accommodate a Cobalt-60 cancer 
tt ipy unit had concrete walls at least 
three feet thick 
r If an applicant ts given radiotsotope 
{ Kadiation Services informs provincial 
st health authoritt vho make periodi 
=, visit A doublk ifety check is made by 
i new kind of pecialist employed by 
Ottawa, Known as a radiation surveyor 
Ivan Poirier ts one. He tours the country 
visiting the places where radioisotopes are 
used, checking ifety precautions with 
in assortment of electronic meters and 
ountel 
Pa lo protect the eight hundred peopk 
workin with radioisotope Radiation 
Servic has inaugurated a “film-moni 
i . toring service Every worker has a black 
; pl disk, about the size of a fifty-cent 
piece pinned to the lapel of his lab coat 
Inside each disk ts a small piece of film 
Every two weeks the films are mailed to 
Ottawa whe analysis reveals how much 
radiation has been absorbed by every 
worker. If worker ts running above his 
quota (.1 roentgens a week) Radiation 
Services informs his employers and he’s 
temporarily shifted to another job. The 
U.S. Academy of Sciences recommends 
, that such workers be selected from. the 
ranks otf those who for ave or other 
reasons are unlikely to have offspring 
Radiation Services have extended thei 
film-monitoring service to include twenty 
five hundred doctors and technicians 
working with X-ray equipment. Accord 
: ing to Sowby, there are an additional 


seventy-five hundred people in this group 


who have no idea how many roentgens 
ie they are absorbing 
b Sowby and his associates have also 
studied shoe-fitting fluoroscopes and 


found the majority a peril. Next they will 
' survey X-ray machines in doctors’ offices 

We suspect that many of them are poor 
That means 


a higher 


ly calibrated,” says Sowby 


i , that the patient is getting dose 


ait than is intended for him 


tes i118 





Radiation Services also keeps an eye are probably also contaminated.) 
on toys and gadgets containing radium How much strontium-90 has already 
We don't allow luminous toys on the accumulated on the bones of Canadians? 
market says Sowby Children may Has it approached a dangerous level? To 








uck them, or even swallow them.” Cus- answer these questions, the commit iS 
toms officials are instructed to phone analyzing amputated limbs collected from 
Sowby whenever a product containing all over the country. They're also carry- 
radium arrives for clearance. Recently ing on a series of autopsies 

he banned several gross of a luminous The committee is also planning to 
gadget intended to light up the key igni- measure the natural ba ground radia- 
tion of automobiles tion in various parts of Canada. Is it 


However the atom remains the main going up? Has it reached a dangerou 


A-bomb tests? A 


studies are 


concern of Radiation Services, which has level as the result of 


been working with a Committee on the series of complicated genetic 


Effects of Level Radiation 
its jobs is to study strontium-90, a fall- 


Low One of in the blueprint stage; in these Dr. H. B 


Newcombe, head of the biology division 


Energy of Canada, and Gor 


out product of A-bomb explosions. After of Atomic 

in explosion particles of strontium-90 fall don Josie, a Dominion Bureau of Statis 
on pasturelands, are eaten by cattle, get tics biostatistician, are playing leading 
in milk and are ultimately consumed by roles. A number of questions are being 


humans. It causes bone cancer and leu raised: is the number of inherited de 


kemia. “What we're trying to find out fects among the Canadian people on th 
iys committee chairman Dr. E. A. Wat increase? To what extent can it be blam 
kinson, “is how much strontium-90 Cana ed on radiation? *To what extent are the 


dians are getting in their food.” The com children of people working with radiation 


mittee is collecting samples of dried milk defective? It’s likely that some of these 


all over the country and measuring the renetic studies will continue for fifty or 


quantity of strontium they contain. (Milk 1 hundred years, or even longer 
being used in the fall-out research Peering into the future, health officials 
principally for convenience; other foods see the growing number of nuclear-powel 


Try this frank test 


BY PARKE CUMMINGS 





How nice are 


Perhaps you assume you're a nice person but have you ever taken 


the trouble to examine yourself critically? Suppose you take this 


test, and remember answer the questions truthfully 


1. If you have children do you make every reasonable effort to pro- 
vide them with beds to sleep in? 


) 


2. Do you think it is wrong to burn down a hospital 


3. If someone saved you from drowning would you say thank you? 
I mean after you got your breath back, of course 


4. Do you think people who work for you deserve to be paid? 
5. If you were a guest at a friend’s house would you refuse to steal 


silverware, Ornaments or cash even though he wasn’t looking? 

6. If you saw an old lady about to rush into the path of an onrush- 

ing taxicab, would you restrain her or at least give it a good try? 

7. Do you disapprove of men who keep beating up women? 

8. If you invite people to dinner at your home do you see to it that 
. 

they get something to eat? 

9. Do you make it a firm principle not to go around shooting people 

you disagree with? 


10. Do you approve of mother-love? 


mark yourself on the fol- 


fairly nice 


Now and 
lowing scale 
Eight 


too much of a goody-goody 


count your yes answers 


Four - five yes answers SIX - seven nice 


-nine—darn nice. Ten-—weli, frankly, that makes you a bit 
On the other hand, if you score less 


than four you could stand improvement in some respects. 


MACLEAN’S 


plants as their main problem 


more plants may be 
scores in the | 
built 
make it inadvisable to 


near populated areas. | 


A dozen 


a 
built’ in Canad 


S. Where should they 
The possibility of accidents mig 


locate an A-pla 


f a cloud of fiss 


products drifts away from a powei pl 


perhaps after an explosion, people wit! 


an area of several square miles might 


hale lethal 


quantities 
possibility of 
industries from 


they could neit 


many 
plants 
enough public-liability 
ance executives told 
Commission 
although 
anything 


Energy 
potential 
rious than 


dustry 


But the biggest headache 


owing all others—will 


of atomic wastes. [he 


accidents has 


remote, IS 


now 


In the U.S. tl 
prevent 
building nuc 
her get nor affo 
insurance. Ins 
the U.S. Aton 
The catastropr 
more 
known to in 
overshad 
be how to dispo 


dimensions of th 


problem have been vividly set forth b 


Dr. | P. Hatch, of 
National Laboratory or 
Today there are abo 
radium in use in the 
A.D says Hatch 
output of atomic ind 
equivalent of four 
tons of radium 
What are we to do 
are two main methods 
the stuff in the 
the sea. Nobody 
seriously the 


Sin 
that the atomic 





I 





outer 


be a million dollars for 


dred pounds of waste 


Ground burial 1s the 


al now being used by 


Canada at Chalk Rive 


taken that the 
above the 
through, the 


would de 


water 


water 


holes are drilled in the 


counters lowered into t 


that the buried wastes 
supply 
Aiken, of 


ward the water 


A. M 


neering branch, has discussed the 


hundred 


rround or 

app: 
suggestion 
of the University of 
garbag 


space The cost 


wastes 
table 
supply of 


contaminated 


Chalk 


the Brookhaver 


) Long Island, N.Y 


it six pounds of 


world By 200( 
the annual wa 
istry will be 
thousar 
with it all? The 
of disposai: bur 
dump it int 
irently has tah 
oa De: S. I 
Maryland 
e be shot off into 
would probat 


every one hur 


method of dispos 
Atomic 
r. Care has to 


Energy o 


are placed wel 
If they seep 
the area 
Periodical 
earth and Geiger 
hem to make sur 


aren't moving to 


River's eng 


poss 


bility of pumping waste products dowr 
dry oil wells The solution would be 
sealed in by the rock strata that onc 
held the oil.” he says. An English pro 


posal is to put the waste in 


tainers and bury them 


mines. English atomic 
being dumped into the 
can wastes are 
and dropped in the 
off the coast of New J 


tists don’t approve of 


dumping; they fear the 


might become contami 
that after the 1954 
Water 


face neal 


metal con 
n abandoned coa 
wastes are now 
Irish Sea: Amer 


being encased in cement 


Atlantic thirty 


miles 
Most scie 


indiscriminate se 


ersey 
at the ocean itself 


nated. They know 


A-bomb tests the su! 
Bikini was a 


million 


times more radioactive than normal. Fou 


months tater the 
miles away 
times as radioactive as 
mall amounts of extra 
detected thirty-five 
Bikini 

The lt Ss 
out that the 


wastes IS international 


Academy 
problem 


water Nf 


from the test area was 


hundred 


fteen 
usual. Later st 
radioactivity wel 


miles [ror 


of Sciences points 
f 


of getting rid of 


and that the haz 


ards of radiation are proven and global 


Ironically, these hazar 
with every new 
atomic radiation 


radiation, which many 


the promise of a new and 


ds are increasing 


beneficial use found for 


This means that atomic 


have regarded as 


better life 


could conceivably contaminate the earth 


and turn us into a 


weaklings doomed to 


race 


of misshapen 


early extinction 


What happens will depend on whether 


radiation from all 


carefully or carelessly 


sources 1S 


handled 
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The tragic case of the man who played Jesus continued from page 23 , 
a {> \ 
a \ 
i ly ; . : . : det ane - ~ang a 
Listen!’’ Quyerack cried. ‘“‘Jesus is coming. His spirit is in me ’ 
; . } 
tudied the New Testament, a tra people be God W " ‘ " vy Esk , v< H ’ ‘ 
in Eskimo syllabics given out two God ; . il —r 7 
before by a visiting missionary Who God Sala asked Ne. de ant L ol S 
envied the powers of Jesus, medi- No one spoke. Thev looked Ouve k ween did , a ‘ 
nan of Kabloona, the white man ck. He was staring fixedly at Sa Thet ' God Yo iR . 
ould walk on water and raise the Kugveet 1 to Sala, “Yo Oo od \ " 


{i It was written in the Book tt 





ld visit the earth again. Some 


WOUTKC 


Charlie imagined that he was Je 


filled with a power that would 

bove all evil, above all mer 
1e winter of 1940-1941 had been bad 
re islands Seals were Cal ind 
skins the Eskimos took brought 


' . 
a few cents. Some families did not 


1 enough to replace their ammunition 


could not afford their only luxur 
ind tobacco They sat through the 
ess days in their gloomy round snow 


too discouraged to hunt, hungry 


ertain At night Keytowieack the : ; 
MELCHERS 


» igloo, bring 


in Booh 


his reading of the 


hist, went from igloo t 


hope by 














Keytowleack was torty-seven already 
ind bent, dignified and a little stupid 
erack found it unbearable that peo 
should listen to him. One night in 
open-topped snowhouse as the cate 
read to a gathering, Ouyerack 
tience snapped What do you know 
Jesus, old man!” he shouted 
Keytowieack stopped readin Ouye 
k stood up. He was conscious th Te 
low of time had ce ised, that destiny 
‘iting on this moment. H ed | 
inds toward the sky List i ie 
cried I have seen Jes 
in the sun.’ P 
Across the great dark don ot 
amed the blood-red pol ir lights 
the silence he could hear them, a vast 
iway rustling, like the banners ol 
een heavenly host. Ouyerack felt 
ty gathering in him Listen to me 
cried again Jesus is comings His ? 
: 4 


rit has entered into mé 1 am Jesus 
i : THE 8 YEAR OLD REAL RYE 


the One who ts to come 


At that moment a meteor WU iiled fire 4 , 
oss the sky. A cry went up from the v ' Aristocrat . . . full bodied full flavoured 
Real Rye Whisky made principally from 


ng you ol 


yple in the snowhut. One of t 
veet leaped to his fee It : 
he shouted. “Jesus has spoken : ; rye grain and with the mellowness that 
Next morning Pete Sala ret | : time alone can achieve. - 
1 a two-day hunt on. the S 
ong the eight famil nped <« ; 2 hye 
*tlignt. tall, handsome, Garrison 


intelligent, tall yandsom 
ca te oe ae ce C1 U8 | MELCHERS GOLDEN LUXURY DRY GIN 
‘~ - 7 - G. a Garrison Club subtly different and 


d ! COD ho . Ie 
1 onight! id cl | 
or a or ae oe t’ to the taste. A combhjnation of 
Vaned weal, on Salas ! the distillers art and the costliest 
le named Mark ook Sala A 
ind shot several of th io L 
I KUS MV lal hin W do oO ed 
ets or dogs h S | He 1 
, rifl inst an ice Ma 
7 @ of no use now Jesus co : 
' inn 1 Aristocrat + ye W 


. ver oo 
truly mosterp : f 8 i} ’ ort 


ond both a tribute to d taste ond judgment 


Lifting the walrus from 
th ) igloo I V c 


em ee Fe MELCHERS 


ntered t 


ite cotton s§ irplice wood cross 
nginz from his neck, sat with a staff 
his hand facing the o Ne him Distillers of Fine Quality Liquors 
Kevtowieack, the catechist 
Sala tried to ¢ his fright and offe ed 4 
Rca tr cya . | MELCHERS DISTILLERIES LIMITED, MONTREAL 
em walrus meal ye relusec 
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your community to help us: look 
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Our Money-Making Plan gives 
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to make $10 $15 $20 ot 


more Extra Money every month 


@ 
You'll enjoy this pleasant and 
profitable work. No experience 


or investment ts required 
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Sarah hung her head. Sh is a ill 
; ho had ilwa lon i her 
n old het Her brother \ it 
t le © rack, reached o ind 
| ouchl 1oO ird } n Yo 
IK nt to i I id nerity 
You a ! hen you sa oO 
1 God 
No.” Sarah said, frightened now Do 
Ta) } Plea if am tellin th 
l n ° ~~ 
| ] in 100d A] i ked 
Sa 
No Ss i iid She dos not Ode 
A] hit Sarah heavily in the face. He 
hifted hi rip to her hair and struck 
wain 
I want to believe Sarah cried I 
want to believe what my father believes.’ 


You are lying Alec shouted. He hit 
her until she collapsed, then he pulled 


her up off the floor by her hair. Sala 
looked away he did not want to see 
Alec hurting his ster 

Eyah! Sarah cried faintly Please 
top 

Whats the matte! Alec houted 
You look bad Her eves were swelling 
hut 1 will doe worse. Someone bring 
me a piece ol wood 

No, no several people murmured 

Alec turned in fury to OQuyerack Am 


| doing right or am | doing wron 
You are doing right 


She has a devil in her The devil wall 


Ouyerack said 


not let her believe 


I do believe, | do believe.” Sarah was 
crying 
Someone pur a board in Alec’s hand 


Sarah about the head and neck 


He beat 
Blood gushed from her mouth and she 
fell on her side, pulling her parka hood 
over her head. Sala leaned down tn the 
dark and felt her heart 

It does not matter if she is dead, 


Alec said 
Sarah moaned softly 
What? You can cry yet?” Sala said 
amazed 
Should this girl live?” Alec asked 
Ouverack 
j 
| 


it is just as well to kill het QOuyel 


ack said God will not mind 

In the glare from the burning books 
Sala saw that the people's faces were 
pale Take her outside,” he commanded 
And the people murmured, “God does 


not want her in the igloo.” 

Four Eskimos dragged Sarah trom the 
snowhouse. Her shawl trailed across the 
blazing books and her clothing caught 
fire. She made a sound like a sigh. Out 
side, she sat up and the people inside 
the igloo heard her say, “I will go to 
the house of my father.” Then they 
heard the sound of blows and a young 
girl, named Akeenik, came back in. She 
was holding the barrel of a broken rifle 
The breech was wet with blood. 


Who 


Their names go together lik« 


speak you're supposed to laugl 


these boys grew up to be 


M hand ! oven Ak k 
I it l holdin 
barrel wt | hamme 1 Satar > d I 
Thaw them o ror omeo 
~ “We ha h devil,” Ou 

| No in al iVe i ood 
time 

Let KE Satan lead 


ald the people 

Keytowleack rose No!” he said 
rrily No, it ts all bad At first 
lieved you. Now I know you are wrong 
Peter and Charlie are not God and Je 
sus. God is good. Jesus was kind. He 
would not take life as you have taken 
Sarah's 

Peter Sala’s mother screamed that the 


catechist was Sathn. Others began to 


Keytowieack 
Started out trying to pull others with 


him. Ouyerack seized him. Keytowieack 


shout Devil at him 


tore away, thrusting past the clutching 
hands. At the entrance he paused. “There 
is only one God he said He is not 
here. He ts in Heaven 

For a long time the din in the igloo 
was deafening. Everyone talked angrily 
of Keytowieack Then they heard the 
Kevtowieack had come 


back. He looked in the broken pane and 


window break 


said loudly Those who believe in the 
true God come out. Come on my side 
Help me. Please. I need heip 

Sala picked up a slat from the sleep-| 


ing bench and hurled it through the win 


dow like a harpoon I hit Satan in the 
mouth he cried triumphantly 

All) right Keytowieack mumbled 
holding his bleeding mouth I will go 
away. I will go to my own igloo. But 
I will tell you first’—-he raised his VOICE 


a lot of people will go astray from 
listening to you He backed away from 


Sala’s menacing gesture 


“Satan is gone someone said Now 
Jesus will come And they all sang 
happily Jesus is coming 

No no Sala said angrily Jesu s 
here. God is here. How can Jesus b 
coming when Jesus is here? Speak to 


them, Jesus. What they say is not right 

But the people would not listen. Al 
night they prayed and sang that Jesu 
would come. There was no longer need 
to work or hunt. Some families, though 
half-starved, had put away food for Him 
for He would surely be hungry after His 
trip 

In the morning Sala was still angry 
and more than a little frightened, for the 
things Keytowieack said had found an 
echo in his heart He ordered several 
Eskimos to harness what dogs were left 
and prepared to leave camp with his fam 
ily. As he walked past Keytowieack’s ig 
loo, a harpoon in each hand, he looked 
in the window and saw the old man 
sitting, his head bowed, in a chair. Bit- 


is it? 





‘ 
i pit , kK 

) - ho C had d 

nn 

ppine 

Who ou p n ( Ss 

| 1 

Keytowieack did not answer 

Sala roke the window Look 
t iid. He poked Keytowieack w 
eel-lipped harpoon You are not p 
ng right he mocked Your p 
will do you no 00K 


Keytowieack did not move or speak 
Some Eskimos 


eft their snowhouses to watch: other 


hearing voices 


had remained at the all-night meeting 
Sala feinted with his harpoons, but Key 
towieack did not flinch. Sala threw 
harpoon; it pierced Keytowieack’s sleeve 
Still he sat with his head bowed, siler 

What can you do now?” Sala taunted 
Look at me | am God 


But Keytowieack’s eyes remained o 


his lap and still he did not speak. | 
furtated, Sala said You are Satan I 
will kill you Keytowleack gave no sit 
that he heard. Sala gestured to Adlay 
kok, an onloocker Shoot him! 


Adlaykok was a tall, balding, midd 


aged Eskimo whose face had set in tire 
half-humorous lines If that was God 
command,” he said, “to kill all who 
not belie, V should all have 


dead long ago.” j 

Lam Go Sala raged Shoot | 
I said! 

Adlaykok went to his house and cam 
back with his rifle. Deliberately he aimed 
through the window at Keytowieach 
Shoot!” Sala said, as he hesitated AC 
laykok fired 


Keytowieack jerked slightly as th 


bullet entered his shoulder, but no so 
passed his lips 

| have no more bullets Adlaykohk 
said 

Jesus. will give you one.” Sala ald 
Adlaykok went to the meeting, asked 
Quyerack for a bullet, came back in 


shot Keytowieack through the head. Th 
old man toppled sideways from his cha 
After carrying Christ's word for twen 
years among the Belcher igloos. he had 
lied in the image of Satan 

Some people turned away in sudde 





doubt of the new religion. But most <« 
the watchers crowded into Keytowieack 


igloo and stared down in silence at 


body 


“We should bury him in the rig 
Markusie said 
“No,” Sala said, angrily, “it is no us 


way, with rocks,” 


He cannot freeze: he is in Hell's fire 

He rammed his harpoon in the old man’s 
mouth and left it quivering upright. “Pul 
the snowhouse down upon him!” he or 
dered. Then Sala left camp with his fam 
ily, Adlaykok and Ouyerack 


had left his wife; he was sleeping wit! 


Quyerachk 
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Ss sister Mina Her husband Mos 
not object since Ouyerack was Jesus 
irly in February, while Sala wa 
iting. Ouyerack came to the Tuk: 
id camp of Quarack, short. square 
the greatest hunter in all 


eaw ad tne irc n ’ Mi B AY | 


ids. Quarack too was convinced by Co She 
tongue of Charlie Ouyerack. But his Tak our clo tT swW 








n-law, Alec Keytowieack, did not Ik Fi yn. H H ‘ 

eve co She ound the group. claw oO { | S \ \ \ 
Keytowieack was the son of the mur- tI rt tro Kumudluk | 

d catechist and he could not recon- r. fro Mose O 

his Knowledge of Jesus with a man t \ to help he { ) 

had taken one man’s wife and nov 1 \ E nun t | \ 

d his, Eva Naroomi, daughter of 

rack. Seeing that Keytowieack wa i aa — ‘ 


to be persuaded, Ouverack said, “Yo 


devil. Obey me or you will dic 








a % 
a bd dl a = e ¥ - .] 2 — 
Now Keytowieack was frightened I If you like 1t Spal x] ] ] }O 10 17 
ieve a little.” he said They were gat! s - " => - - ~~ &€©8e@86 
<... < 
d, all except Quarack, in Quarack’s 
oo 
You lie,” Ouyerack said K him 
loses.” 
I do not want to kill someone 
yself,” Moses said 
Ouyerach looked contempitu 
n and went outside to find Qua h 
e great hunter was feeding his do 
Keytowieack ts bad.” Ouyerack told 
} Jesu be comin 00 nd { 
| not want to see | peop] Shoo 
n 
Quarack agreed 
(‘ome out Keytow cx.” O 
led 
Keytowieack came out He had lo 
fright | believe in God 
yroudly I do not believe in ¢ 
Ouyerack 
Walk away from the iglo« Tr 10 
ot turn around Quverack said Walk 
ut to that black crack in the ice. Yo 
ill see something wonderful 
Keytowieack walked out under! 
ock ledge of the shore, walk I 
ick very straight Go ahead Or 
ck said to Quarach And Eva Naroo 
rned her back as her father not 
sband between the shpulde 1 
He is sti! noving Muyerach 
Quarack walkin clo hot K 
leack again 
He is not dead yet,] id O 
We must make sure He is dead \ 
Quarack walked to Kelytowieack 
lay on the ice and sent a heavy | 
, rough his brain. O ick smiled. “B 
ippy, he said Satan is dead. S 
| 


they threw rock 


as covered | 


Late that month Peter S: ( 1] lik 
) sesilieslon to guide the dso B you l e 


Ost Manage Ernest Riddell, to G 
Whale River Her Sala confided the : ‘i 

ry of the new cult to interpreter Ha . . a 

{ Udgarden. a Hudson’s Bay Company CR () F i ) N x A N | 1 ( yR 
ensioner known to Eskimos a tl ¥ j 
White Brothe Udgarden told Ridde eal A é. a LY 
vnose wire reached th Mo 


Winnipe 
[The Mounties had lost all the 


nes and pilo rt Oo | | 
Ap li befor ne co | 0) | 
oken-dow! No Oo ) Db 
irtment of Transport pilo 1 
in pector Martin d Corpor K B 
ven unde the est ol ynd I 
Mounties ceuld not have p " 
t act of the iged 
it LOOK plac Camse I I 
nile Quarack wa huntin id Sa 
i uidi Ridde Ouye k had go 


yack to his wife. Sala’s sister Min 


been brooding for several day She 
powerful hard-faced woman of tl 
At midday on March 29 she 
nysterical She ran trom igioo to igloo 
calling, “Jesus is coming to earth! Come 





all thou to meet Him. We must n 


~dhoem a product of MOLSON'S Brew 86 


Him on the ice!” Shoving and shoutin ae 





Hurry, hurry!” she emptied the camp 
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Mailbag 


Do faith healers really heal? 


In the article on Oral Roberts (Oct. 2 


1 that the: is possibly the 
| the Pen ostal groug 
( S th Anglicar ind 
ke ( holi hurche It is also stat 
1 th ) propo yn Ol sick person 
h ol Lou ! ha e ex 
p ) { I We have positive 
h ! >a if n th Anglican 
( } h. Iti mificant that the General 
vl pproved lraft version of the 
\n in prayer ook which includ 
| of service for healing the sich 
8 pol ! that even if there ha 
) n piritual healing establish 
eyond doubt urel th impor 
\ hould we ondemn a man 
who t ilin it least some of the peopl 
who come to him even though he may 
ploy high-p ul manship?’ Cet 
t here is risk of emotional hysteria 
tous difficult to remain calm in the pre 
of a person healed by the grace of 
(sod I \ REENI PORONTO 


@ My wife was given up by five doctor 


il ivo She Wis healed through 
wayer. Oral Roberts was not preaching 
then, but other servants of the Lord 

re BERNARD MARCH, MOOSE JAW 


@ In 1955 1 was in Calgary hospital for 


treatment. | had been there two days 
when | learned Oral Roberts was in town 
t manded to be released and be prayed 
for by Robert | was prayed for and 
went on my way rejorcin Il became 
much more il and returned to my do 
oO I had jaundice Now | wa onfined 
to hospital for three week ind suffered 
Iwo montn lo ? work ind pay 

' \ HENDERSON CALGARY 

s Wh blot th ort of tl on 
( tianit but no denomination seem 
tO fee inv responsibility such circ 

int w the whole of Christianity 

to Ten | What could be sadd 


WILLIAMS OTTAWA 


@ It took your article to te roth sick 


Where labor isn't boss 


In vo editorial, Bo s Stull Boss 

i Even Whk Labo 1 Bo (Oct 
? ou apparently Wullow | piece yt 
Ko propaganda It nonsense to 
4 e that Hours. wae rn t Te 
" benefits are | Kol han 

1 its indi 

BR Beautywa Oo dered 
Kohler competitor. The following wage 
p sons covel icross section of both 

| wee pc Kohler $1.53 Briges 
$1.88: truck driver, Kohler $1.80, Briggs 
‘ ibo iy ive Kohler 31.600 


Briges $1.88; electrician, Kohler $2.08 
Briges $2.69. Before the UAW’s first con 
tract in 1953, Kohler paid some worker 


littl is etghty-three cents an hour 


eventeen cents le than the new mini 


allowed by law 


num Wav 

You probably know that in 1934 Kol 
ler goons, firing from a brick wall, killed 
two AFL. strikers and wounded 47 men 
women and children. And in reply to 
questions at a Wisconsin Employment 
Relations Board hearing on May 7, 1954 
Herbert V 


plenty of guns in his plant 


Kohler, president, said he had 
JERRY HARI 


FORD, REGION NO, 7, UAW, WINDSOR 


How we treat our animals 


Dr N J History's 
Greatest Ma Murderer: YOU (Sept 


29), was extremely true 


Berrill’s article 


How stupid we 
are! Animals put on this planet for our 
interest (and food, when necessary) are 
ruthlessly slaughtered. The buffalo almost 
vanished! Furs for the backs of vain 


women! What a picture MARY KAZIELA 


TORONTO 


Curing a Saturday-night town 


The article on Durham's rowdyism 
(The Troubles of a Saturday Night Town 
Oct. 27) nauseated me. What sort of jelly 
fish are these people? Let the town coun- 
husky 


experienced police chief of moral and 


bellyless, jowl-less 


cil engage 





op 
pNnvste sta na ind then let th chief 
select his constables. Pll guarantee that in 


no time Durham's own mother won't rec 


oxrnize it Had the RCMP or the pro 


] lt bh . sy! , ’ . > 
vincial police been polici he town it 
would n r have st nto its present 
vould level “ave Ol nt present 
Stal 


If the Durham situation continues it 





W be because ce key men dont 
want it otherwise WM. BURGESS, VAN 
COUVER 

— 
Are we all egotists? 

Dr. Hans Selye in his notebook appear- 
ing in your Oct. 13 issue asks: “What ts 
more selfish and more naive, working for 
fun or for ititude He tells. us that 
even the saint works for God's gratitude 


I ask Dr. Selye 
your man too small?” Some people 
in the world live for others, without 
thought of gratitude. They do what they 
do because they must to fulfill their high 
est human potential.—FLORENCE A. HAN 


SON, WILLOWDALE, ONT 


A masterpiece by Kroetsch 


Let’s have more stories by Robert 


Kroetsch! The Harvester (Sept. 29) is 


one of the best I've read anywhere a 
masterpiece'—w. I JONES, S17 JAMES 
MAN 
Know of a quiet spot to live? 

Janice Tyrwhitt’s article, Is Noise 


Making You Sick? (Sept. 29) ‘confirms 


my own feelings Noise making an 
old and haggard woman out of me in 
my early forties Gur house 1s about 


one block from the Queen 


Way near Toronto During the past 


ihree years traffic has become increas 
ingly heavier On the QE there is a 
slight dip where it crosses a creek and 


transports apparently have to change 


gears The roar of their engines, com 





bined with backfiring, plus the incessant 
hum and vibration of hundreds of auto- 
mobiles just about drives me out of my 


mind! 


To rid myself of this noise nuisance, 
it appears the only course is to sell our 
house and move to a quieter neighbor 
hood if such a place can be found 


MRS. JEAN STANYAR FORONTO 


Let’s unveil our treasures 


Seeing your album on the National Gal- 
lery (Our Hidden Canadian Art Treasure 
Oct. 13), one has the feeling of having 
struck gold. You are to be congratulated 
for bringing to light some part of the ar- 
tistic heritage of the country. It was start 
ling to realize that all that beauty (and 


really good painting) had been hidden 


away all these years 


Surely some arrangement could be 
made to bring to a larger audience in 
the United States the actua pictures 
feel sure many American museums would 
be glad to hang a show I 4. ALU DRAIN 





I read with tremendous interest Bri 


Hutchison’s article on The Coming Battle 
for the Columbia (Sept. 29). Surely the 
attitude of the United States is a glarin 
example of the sinister maxim that it 
makes a difference whose axe bein 

ound. Apparently English law applies 
when a river rises in ¢ lada and flows 


into the United States, but the Harmon 
Doctrine applies when the river rises in 
he U.S. and flows into Canada. But wt 

be surprised? It was ever thus.—M. Mc- 


KENZIE, ARGYLE SHORE, P.E.L. ¥& 
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‘Have you not made 








Martin and Kerr, the 


RCMP investiga 
tors. On July 25 Martin flew back to the 
Belchers with a slight 
geant, Henry Kearney 

had finished the preliminary 
Martin, a justice of the peace, acting a 


red-haired ser 
In five days they 
hearings 





udge, Kearney as_ prosecutor Sala 
Ouyerack, Quarack, Adlaykok, Apawkok 
Akeenik and Mina were committed fo 
trial in mid-August when an Ontario Si 
preme Court judge and two Ottawa lav 


yers would arrive on a Hudson's Ba 
Then Martin returr 
ed, leaving Kearney in charge of sever 


Company schooner 


prisoners, fifty-odd witnesses and the tria 
arrangements 

In this situation Kearney, a precis 
conscientious man, needed all his know! 
edge of the north. ’Flu, often fatal amons 
Eskimos, struck every man, woman and 
child in his charge. With the help of 
a corporal and two Hudson’s Bay men 
Kearney 


with only one death 


nursed them back to healtl 
When all their food 
except rolled oats was gone he organiz 
ed hunting expeditions. He summoned 
a prospecting party to act as jurymen 
put his prisoners at work making tables 
chairs and benches, and by the time Mr 
Justice C. P. Plaxton arrived, his court 
room was ready for him 

It was one of the strangest trials eve 
held. Kearney had set up a marquee 
big as a carnival tent. At one end hung 
photograph of the king and 
queen. Beneath it was the judge’s bench 


a wooden flag-draped table. The judge 


a large 


wigged and gowned, faced the feathered 
Eskimo witnesses who squatted on th 
moss floor in their parkas made of duck 
skin like a flock of manlike birds. Wood 
en benches on either side held the jury 
men, their feet swathed in bearskins, the 
two black-garbed lawyers, two Mounties 
in scarlet tunics and the prisoners, arm 
akimbo. Ouyerack remained emotion 
less; Sala rocked back and forth, faster 
and faster as the bizarre case progressed 
As the women testified, their children 
would peep from cocoons of skins on 
their backs and fix their dark unblinking 
eyes disconcertingly on the lawyers. Rain 
I skimos 
sneezed and snuffled, and over all hun 


the ripe aroma of half-tanned sealskins 


drummed on the canvas roof 


Mina, who had to be carried into court 
strapped on a stretcher, was declared in 
Apawkok and 


tem 


sane The jury found 
Akeenik “not guilty, on account of 
Quarack, Sala and 


OQuyerack were sentenced to two year: 


porary insanity 

with hard labor to be served in th 

RCMP guardroom at Moose Factory 
Here, Charlie Ouyerack, after only a 


year in captivity, experienced the final 
Officially he died of 


strangely his test 


mystic adventure 
tuberculosis But 
were negative It seems likely that the 
Eskimos were nearer the truth than the 
doctors: Ouyerack, they said, willed him 


self to di Perhaps the murders lay or 





Ms COnscience. Perhaps he merely mourt 


ed his lost prestige. Or perhaps he misse« 
Belcher 


which, unutterably bleak as they are, al 


the freedom of life on the 


home to the islanders 


No one feels this more deeply tha 


Peter Sala. Forbidden by the R¢ 
return to his rocky reefs. he wand 
the mainland shores lonely memor 


haunted xile * 


ANSWER 


to Who is it? on page 120 





Johnny Wayne 
Frank Shuster of the comedy 


team of Wayne and Shuster 
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Backstage at ottawa continued from page 








‘Fowler’s make some who testified 


that they had 


report may 


wish never opened their mouths’ 




















February, but the actual writing of it will indicated a growin iwareness 
f probably be done by Christmas three commissioners of tl ipact of e 
From the questions, comments and at vision On the public, and a growir loul 
titudes of Chairman Robert Fowler and that the cost of Canadian television co 
| his commissioners during the hearings, : possibly be met without | ¢ dies 0 
few things have already been inferred public money. Even the U.S.. with te 
bout the nature of the report imes a 1y people and 
l It will treat the private broadcaster Wwealtl can aftlord to maintain on'y 
nuch more roughly than did the Masse indah I'V networks that do not n 
Report and may make some of those w ) k even. Canada could, o 
estified before the commission wish the ours ok O 1 apy 1ix to th 
id never opened their moutl Americar t it virtually no cost 
It will back the € al princip ( B I ¢ | le ) oO 
the CBC nd the lief that ( ’ oO 1 two 
evision system Its a national nec t i t ound to | eX} ve 
orth even a high cost 
3. Whether or not it actually endo How to meet that K pense t} or 
the demand of the private broadcast problem the Fowler ( ’ or , 
oO parat bun yn ISSUE i ‘ ( ) { oO of CBE 
e between ) nd tl Cc BC oO i leg 
certainly tak L¢ el 1d critic Oh ( | Ww h to ow ord 
at the CBC's structure and function dg t | lexible « i oO Ow 
vay have some pretty drastic changes to tiona wtt ind that would |} 
recommend lefi yuld 
Of these three forecast the clearest outside t ] pel Oo f ti Oo 
from the record. is the Fowler Comm , | herefo oO 1 j 
ion’s view of the private broadcaster politica yntrol). No hint iv 
their complaints and their pretensions mut so f of Fo ) ) 
The Massey Commission, six or seven p t | f | . k 
ears ago, examined the private station I found so 1 that w work 
record for production of Canadian pro Le oO OV Co 
grams, and did not Ke hat it saw. On ) r p , 
excuse offered, then and since. was that na fo p ite 1 to hody 
the private stations couldn't afford to put 1) le ft hea Fowler w 
on Canadian program i he CB I I ) ) 
wouldn't allow them to sprea I co C BE tale [ } oO 
9y forming private network i H ked rep i ) 
The Fowler Commission has pointed campy yf ne cution 
innounced that it will examine not onl C Bt O ott 
the program records but also the profit I 1 1 t decisio | 
cords of private tation Tho no \ pre 1 wit x 
ow what the profits have | imp t Moreo ) 1 
ting. with some glee for the conc i p t 
rT hat Fowl | ¢ ) | oO | ) rh 
I pred h I ) I CBC Bo 
l to pl on ¢ la ( ) oO | ) ) ' , i 
3 pov +} p i 
Neither, of co ) I ] ( vd Oo j f 
ited by CBC oO I yn yuld ) 
i l 0 th 0 qd Cit rf 
tation ould. if ) 1 H I ! 
? on any tim ) ona ( ) ] I 
of Canadian progran So fa ) C Be S 
Owl could discover, no pro | ) ) ‘ 
i een planned o 1 
As for the com oO cceptance oO ( oO | 
principl tk CBC 
o np xp | C Bt — 
Ror Davis 
A( A 
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Only the 





ady 


has the 


and the exclusive 


; This side for 
shaving 
under 


arm 


This side for 

’ shaving legs 

close, clean 
and 


oh, so smooth 


Enjoy new freedom 
from nicks and cuts this safe, 
gentle, quick way 
ONLY the Lady 


Sunbeam has th ompact 
shape ind the shaving he id with ons cage 
especially honed to shave the legs, and the 
other edge especially honed f{« nae i I 
us¢ Ends muss and fuss. nick 1 uls of 
soap and blade The Lady Si bea sventi« 
sure performance eliminates underarm irri 
tation caused by blade shay vy and give 
you a new easy way to keep neat, tresi 
daint Your hoice of G |e 

Sr Cc Cc p ’ r | 
f t, s venient 


See the JACKIE RAE 


show every Thursday night 


Look for the 


MARK OF QUALITY ¢ 


SUNBEAM CORPORATION (CANADA) LIMITED 


Start enjoying this new safe way to feminine daintiness 


‘compact”’ 


TORONTO 





UNBECAMN « 


shape 


MICRO-TWIN Head 













—— 
jut nbeam Famous for Sunbeam TOASTER, MIXMASTER, etc 


18, ONTARIO 
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FORD OF CANADA 


QBAhhOUNCES' 


uw & 
OIL FILTER gag 
for [Q5/ 


GENUINE ” 










PE. 


X 


| — 


PARTS 


NEW “FAST-CHANGE’’ FILTER 


Jow Available for all 1957 Ford-built cars 


CAN BE CHANGED IN MINUTES 


—new micro-filtration material provides 
new efficiency in engine protection 


Ford’s all-new “FAST-CHANGE 
A twist of the wrist and it’s on 
‘FAST-CHANGE” Oil Filters are 


. Saves annoying deiays. 


’ Oil Filter simplifies and 
speeds filter changes 
another twist and it’s off. 
as easy to change as a light bulb 
Provides cleaner, filter changes for all round protection . . . 
sludge cannot work back into engine. No drips to clean up... 
all harmful dirt is thrown away when filter is changed. 
Revolutionary, new micro-filtration material protects 

your engine keeps engine clean. Two billion filter cells 
trap ‘all impurities larger than one-seventieth the 


thickness of a human kair. 





ATTENTION! 
New "Fast-Change” Oil Filter adapter kit now 
available for ‘54, '55 and ‘56 Ford-built cars with 
overhead valve engines. Drive to your Ford-Monarch 
or Mercury-Lincoln-Meteor Dealer or one of the 
thousands of leading service garages 
that feature Genuine Ford Parts 











FOR GENUINE PARTS a 


LOOK FOR RN neem 
THIS SIGN \ ——wl 





MMADE RIGHT.. 
70 FIT RIGHT. .- 
70 LAST LONGER! 


RIES DIVISION - FORD MOTOR COMPANY OF CANADA, LIMITED 





PARTS AND ACCESSO 
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How to beat a 


Police are constantly thinking up fiendis! 
new ways to torment illegal parkers. In 
Calgary they're trying humiliation, in 
Stead of punishment, as reported by an 
indignant motorist who watched police 
tow away a adillac and a Buick from < 
rush-hour route and leave his 39 heap 


right where it sat between the other two 
In Guelph, Ont., they’re resorting to vio 
lence, as testified by a motorist who fool- 
shly drove to the police station to try to 


talk the sergeant into canceling a parkin 


ticket he felt he'd been given unjustly 
The police not only refused to cancel the 
ticket, but when he left the station he dis 
covered a police cruiser had just rammed 
into tne rear of his car right on the police 


lot 

But in Hamilton, Ont., we are cheered 
to report, a motorist finally got a break 
The cop there had his pad of parking 
tickets at the ready as he bore down on 
the late-model car double parked on 
Locke St., but the driver who came hus 
tling out at this point was saved by the 
sign he'd stuck in the windshield. The sign 
said “For sale.” The cop put away his 
ticket book and pulled out his cheque 
book. The cop drove off with his car, the 
former owner subsequently moved to 
California, and that was that. Pretty dras- 
tic way of getting out of a ticket but it 
worked 

* * * 


If we hadn't heard it from a fellow 
with a square-cut Scots name living in a 
place as respectable as Jersey Cove, Vic 
toria County, Nova Scotia. we'd scarcely 
have credited the tale at all. But he swears 
he saw it happen with his own eyes when 
he and a friend went hunting tn Cape 
Breton and, having tramped for hours 
without sighting any game, stood their 
guns against a tree and sat down to rest 
At a sudden explosic n they looked 


around just in time to see a squirrel 





WADDA YA 
KNOW- A 
LYING 
squinRg! 











tumble dead from the tree. Another squir- 
rel, fleeing in guilty terror, was just taking 
a flying leap from the trigger guard of 
one gun, which was still smoking. When 
last seen the killer was heading for the 
deep bush, but now if you hear of a 
squirrel being hauled up for murder down 
Victoria County way, you'll know what 


went before 


Parade pays $5 to $10 for true, humorous 
scene. No contributions can be returned. 
481 University 


“5Parade 


parking ticket 


Like a lot of people who ve been mak 
ing speeches about it lately we're all fo 
etting up that Canada Council, as rec 
ymmended by the Massey Commiussior 
to help the arts over the hurdles in Can 
ida. But we don't know what an organi 
zation like that could have done for 
frustrated artist in oils we’ve heard about 


a Montreal housewife. She had final! 





eee] * KA ' 
— 4 r 1 

| \\ 3 | 

{|} =F 











achieved one of those rare quiet moment 
to herself that all housewives dream 
about; so she quickly got out her paints 
and set up an attractive still life. Then 
the phone rang, and by the time she got 
back her sixteen-month-old daughter had 
crawled up and devoured her subject 

three pears, two apples and one green 
pepper. All that’s going to help an artist 
n a spot like that is a stomach pump 


and she very nearly had to phone for one 
* 7 * 


There’s a sign on the outskirts of St 
James, Man., that announces “St. Char 
Rifle Range,” and right next to it on 
that savs “No shooting 


* * * 


You'd think Metropolitan Toronto 
bus drivers were out to win some kind 
of be-kind-to-passengers award if w 
told you about the driver on a Fore 
Hill route who made a special stop i 
mid-block to let a woman out in fron 
of her house in the rain—and then bo 
rowed another passenger's umbrella t 
escort her to her door 

You'd have to admit the Toronto drive 
was barely civil, howevers in compariso 
with the bus operator we've just hear 


about in Burnaby, B.¢ When one of h 


regular passengers yelled at him to wi 


as she came flying out her front doo 
he did: when she discovered she'd 
her purse behind he waited for her 
go back and get it: and when she di 
covered the only way into the locke 
house was a ground-floor window 
couldn't quite reach, he scrambled in fo 
her and got the purse 


anecdotes reflecting the current Canadian 
Address Parade, c/o Maclean’s Magazine. 
Ave., Toronto. 
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THE TOWN THAT PUT TIME UNDER GLASS 





This is a XV Ith century watch. One hand or more part 
Vo crystal. ee st ( 
H story sugvests it was a watchmaker tre ( ) 
Geneva who first put a protective | 
over the dial. Since then, Genevans and their brother wate! 
makers in Switzerland have pioneered most of time smiracles kor more than 300 v« " 
loday, you may have fine, jeweled-lever Swiss watches tha making cantons in S 
are protected by far more than a crystal. Watches that resist | rt 
water—dirt—shock—and even magnetism ! he modern. jewels ver S l, 
You may have watches not with one hand but many ire the finest time to offer. | 
The Swiss ieweled-le ver chronograph that splits seconds into aull 


TIME IS THE ART OF THE WATCHMAKERS OF SWITZERLAND 
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50 Piece Service for 8 in the beautiful 


HALLMARK DRAWER CHEST $89.95 


Save $31.15 Regular Open Stock Price 


ncluding chest $121.10 


8. regular teaspoons, de 


ths, salad forks: one Butter 


45 >» 


ece Service fo, 8 in the new 
BUFFET OR 


AWER TRAY $69.95 
Save $25.15 Regular Open Stock 
Price $95.10 


fesse “spoons 
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tle 
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